BOOK J • 

N]',LLCTED AND ARRANGED 

■ BY 

9 > ■ 

BAURENCE binyon 


wu’h notes 


J. H , FOWLER, M.A. 


,*^ 3 ' 

* ' ^4 ''^'4 i 


MACMILLAN AND (*o TJA/mri?- 





. „UMKAV ■ . MAI, MS 

Mtil hWhMIi. 

«'fIK M.ACMiLL,ii^ COMI-AXV 

NMV %<,hK . noH-j-„K . niirAi (, 

>MI,r.AK . SiAji s.-iiAKci**(.. 

'Uc:milLAN CO. OK CANADA, Li». 

■■ Tt'OKONTO' ■ 




> IP 


#■»!' ' ' e 





MR; BINYON’S P.^EFACE 

1 HE origina! Golde Treasury, first published in 
iS6i, was designed jo contain all the best sonra 
and lyrics in our language up to the year 1850 
Fhe HniitatiQii, however, whicli evcluded the work 
wi wydfers still living in iSdi, prevented anv repre- 
sentation of the chief Victorian poets ; "and in 
eilect the volume hardly carried the reader bevond 
the period which closed with the death of Byron 
in 1824, when Wordsworth and Coleridge, the 
great SLiryivors of that period, had done thdr best 
work. yThe present |olurne is designedrto con- 
tinue the original Golden Treasury through the 
Victonafi age to the present day, and in effect 
covers nearly a centuigy^ But it cannot make quite 
so comprehensive a claim as its predecessor Even 
HI the case of work which has been sifted by time 
a wide diversity of opinion, as to what is best 
.persists : tlie diversity is accentuated the nearer 
we approach to contemporariej. To present “ all 
tile best poems ” written in English during the 
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ColJe?! Treasurv 
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period us an amhilion for the infallible. 
Irorn other diHiduhies the amplitude of tla 
and fisc jireKailicd liiidtiitiou of space ^ 
comprehensiveness of such an aim in 
^o attempt lass been^made fo rertrese/sf t 
mnp oi inp>Jish-speakinfr u-rifers. To 
c huk^d sefcotionj- from fhe jmels of the 
pommmns and from Indian poets m 
antmatte - to say nothin^, of the poetry of 
■-would have increased tlie mateVial 
manapahle scope. Even with these limii 
have been oliliged to omit a nmnber ofl 
poems from mere consit^crations of space 

" Thr,V‘^ -'v an 

The di hcnhies anti tiangers of choosii 
recent and contemporary verse are obvious 
pieces which should have found a place m 

rraci m f.ie wrong mood ; jnistakes of jud 
are probably inevitable. But ho who i 

psponsibibty .as best he. may. The ino, 

^nod has been an additional difficulty. Ir 
cases I have ventured, like Mr. Palgrave t( 
pre^or extract: all such instance^are’ra 
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poetry. It seemed |jest, therefore, in presenting’ 
a book oI tvrics often so differen*! in mood and 
atmosphere, to divide the selection into two books 

corresponding roughly with the periods before 

and after thit date. But no^'precise dividing line 
nis^^en diosen : overlapping is unavoidable ; 

1 armony and convenience of ar»angement have 
duermined the choice in doubtful cases. 

tb. T H at^knowledgemems are here tendered to 
the following author^ and owners of copyrights 

r . %ssrs. George Allen md Unwin, Ltd., for 
wo poems from lonica, by William Cory ; Lady 
Betty Balfour and Lady Lytton for the it! 

"rtelv (Owen Meredith), froin 

I d mdtr i G. Bell and Sons, 

^^td., and Airs. Patmore, for the poems by Coventry 

Blunden and €VIr. R 

AI? fontd "" 'r""’ Clare 

J.utler xMessrs. Constable and Co., Ltd. for the 
poems by George Meredith ; Alessrs. P. J. and 

by James Thomson ; Mr A T 
Pobson and the Oxford University Pre sfoi tit; 

poems by Austin Dobson; Messrs El lit f 
poems bv D r n • ii'';iessrs. liHis, for 
‘’y u. G. Rossetti : Messrs. WiUian, 







\ii! The Gohkn 7'remury.ftf 'Modem Lxrics 

I^finenwnn, Ltd., for the pgems by Sir Edinnnd 
Ciosse and A/C. Swinburne; Mr.^Johri I.-anc, 
the Itodloy fiead, Ltd., for the. poem by Arthur 
U’SIiaughnessy ; Alessrs. Longmans, Green and 
Go,, fur the poCTU.f byf Wiliiam Morris ; Air. 
ilcrbiTt P;ui!, for tlie poems by D. Afackworth 
Holbrn ; Aie.'-.'i'a. Ivegan PiUil,. Trench, Trubner 
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UIE PLiOENiX 

0 BUSTiiiifebIe4InceiiseXVee''' '■ 

1 hilt bHois in glorious Arabv, , ’ 

VVith mi ^ 

l ilt eartIi4ile 'gTOW: lU}^sian 

Half buried to her flaming breast 
In this bright tree, she makes her nest, 
Hundred-sunned Phoenix ! when she ■ 

Ctumble at length to hoary dust 1 

Her gorgeous death-bed I her rich uvre 
Burnt 11 g with aromatic fi re 1 ^ ^ 


1 he mouniamless green wiids among, 
i kie ends she her unechoing song b' 

U itJi amber (ears and odorous si4is 
Aiourned by the desert where sh? dies 

George Dari 
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A GARDEN BY 'FHE SEA 

■ % , v,.' ^ t 

1 KNOW a little ^anlen-close, 

Set thick lily and red rose, 

Where I wftuld wander if 1 might 
i'rora dewy morn to dewy night, 

And have one with me \t'andering. 

And though within it no birds sing, 
And though no pill^ared liouse is tiierc, 
And though the apple-boughs arc bare 
Of fruit ami irlossoin, would to God 
Her feet upon the green grass trod, 
And I beheld them as before. 


There comes a murmur from the shore. 
And in the close two fair sireams are, 
Di^wn from the purpk hills afar, 

Drawn down imto the restless sea ; 

Dark hills vrhosc heath-bloom t\eJs^no be 
Dark shore no ship ever seen, 
Tormented by the billows green 
Whose murmur comes unceasingly 
Unto the place for which I cry. 

For which I cry both day and night, 

For which I let slip all delight, 

Whereby I grow both deaf and blind, 
Careless to win, unskilled to lind, 

And quick to lose what all men seek. 
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Yet tottering as I am and weak, 

Still have I left a Ittie breath , 

'I 'o seek within the jaws of death 
An entrance to that happy place, 

To seek the unforgotten face, 

Once seeft, once kissed, ojfce reft from me 
Anigli the murmuring of the sea. 

WiMiam Morris. 


• .m 

TO FA^CY 

I AM here for thee, 

Art thou there for me ? 

Or, traitress to my watchful heart, 
Dost thou from rock and wave depart, 
And from the desolate sea ? 

I am here for tiiee, 

Art thou there for me ? 

Or, Fjfincji, with thy wondrous smile 
Wilt thou no more my eyes beguile 
Betwixt the clouds and sea ? 

I am here for thee, 

Art thou there for me ? 


• Spirit of brightness, shy and sweet I 
JMy eyes thy glimmering rol^ would meet 
Above the glimmering sea. 
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The (Joldefi Tfdiisurx 
little skill, 

My pussfonate will * « 

-Ma.' here : wljere art thou ? Spirit, bow 
J'roiii ihirkeiiintf clxud tljy heavenly brow, 
siiiks the ebbiny sea. 

* Rkh(n-d lik* i'of! / h'xon 


IV' 

Si^liAK, CittD.OF VlSiOXS 

Ft, 'iiit bri;itis eyes nnjst* answer now, 

W hen Keason, with a seoriij'ul brow, 
is inoekittp at iny tn-erthrow ! 
i Hi, thy sweet loapue must plead for me 
And tcjl nhy J have chosen thee. ! 

Stern Reason i.s to judgment come, 

Arrayed in all her forms of gloom ; 

Wilt thmi, my advocate, be dumb ? 

No, radiant angel, speak and sav, 

” V ^ ivorld away. — 

Why I have persevered to shun 
The common paths that othcr.s ripi, 

And on a strange roar,l[,. journeyed on,*^ 
Heedless alike of wealth and power, 

Of Glory’s wreath and Pleasure’s flower. 

These once, indeed, seemed Beings Divine ; 
And they, perchance, heard vows of mine 
And .saw my oflerings on their shrine ; 

But careless gifts arc .seldom prized, 

And mine were worthily despised. 
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So, with a ready heart, I. swore 
• To seek their aFtar-stone no more ; 

And gave my spirit to adore 
Thee, ever-present, phantom thing — 

My slave, my comrade, and my king, 

A slave, because 1 rule thee still, 

Incline thee to my changeful will, 

And make thy inliuence, gooli or ill : 

A comrade, for by thiy and night 
Thou art my intimate delight, — 

My darling paim that wounds and sears, 
And wrings a blessing out from tears 
By deadening me to earthl)^ cares ; 

And yet, a king, thofigh Prudence well 
Have taught thy subject to rebel. 

And am I wrong to worship where 
Faith cannot doubt, nor Hope despair, 
Since my own soul can grant my prayer ? 
Speak, God of visions, plead for me, 

And tell wdiy I have chosen thee ! ^ 

^ Emily Bronte, 


TPIE VOICE 

As the kindling glances, 
Queen-like and clear, 

Which the bright mo<Sn lances 
From her tranquil sphere 
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At ti)c sleepless waters 

i,)f j,i lonely mere? » 

iLe wiki whirling* waves, mournfully, mourn- 
fully, 

Shiver and die. 

0 t ■ , 

As the tears of sorrow 
Ahfdicrs have shetl — 
ih-avers that to-jnorrow 
Shall in vain l)e sped 
V\']k‘ii the ilower they flow for 
lacs jfo/cn and tlead' — 
inii! on the throbbing brow, fall mi the burning 
breast,*' 

Bringing no rest. * 

Like bright waves that fall 
With a lifelike motion 
On the lifeless margin of the sparkling Ocean ; 

A wiki rose climbing up a mouldering wall — 

A gushi'^df .sunbeams throurh a ruin’d hall — 

Strains of glad music at a funeral — 

So sad, and with so wild a start, , 

To this deep-sober’d-* heart, 

So anxiously and painfully, 

So drearily and doubtfully, 
oh, with such intolerable change 
Of thought, such contrast strange, 

0 unforgotten voice, thy accents come, 

Like wanderers fnvm the world’s extremity 
home ! 
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In vain, all, all in vain, 

beat upon minS ear again, . 

Those melancholy tones so sweet and still. 

Those lute-like tones which in the bygone year 
Did steal into mine ear — 

Blew such a*thrilling summofis to my will, 

Yet could not shake it ; 

Made my tost heart its very life-bl^od spill, 

Yet could not break it. • 

Matthew Arnold. 

• VI 

SIBYLLA PALMIFERA 

♦ 

Under the arch of Life, where love and death, 
Terror and mystery, guard her shrine, I saw 
Beauty enthroned ; and though her gaze struck 
awe, 

1 drew it in as simply as my breath. 

Hers are the eyes which, over and beneath, 

The sky and sea bend on thee, — ^which cag draw, 
By sea or sky or wom^, to one law, 

The allotted bondman of her palm and wreath. 

«» ■■■■ 

This is that Lady Bcau%’, in whose praise 
Thy voice and hand shake still,-— long known to 

thee 

By flying hair and fluttering hem,— the beat 
Following her daily of thy heart and feet. 

How passionately and irretrievably. 

In what fond flight, how many <ways and days ! 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 




SONG IN TilE SONCjLESS 


'fuii'i' ii;nc iu) foiig, the sedges fhy., 

Ajid slili they sing, 
h is \Orhiti niy breast iliey sing, 

As I piffs by. 

Within iiiy in'east tiiey loticii a string, 
'They wake a sigii. 

'I’iiere is but ,M)und of^scdgcs dry ; 
in me they sing. 

(jcorj^c Mt radiih 


A MUSICAL INSTRUMENT 


What was he doing, tlie great god Pan 
pown in the reeds by the river r 
Spreading ruin and sctlttering ban, 
Splashing and paddling with lioofs of i' 
And breaking the golden lilies a^loaV 
With the dragon-fh' on the river. 

He tore out a reed, the great god Pan, 
From the deep cool bed of the river 
The limpid water turbidly ran, 

And the broken lilies a-dying lay. 

Anti the draj^rn-fly had fled away, 

Ere he brought it out of the river. 
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Hign on the shore sate the great god Pan, 

• While turbidly flowed the niver ; 

And hacked and hewed as a great god can, 
With his hard bleak steel at the patient reed, 
1 ill there was not a sign of a leaf indeed 
lo prove it fresh fro^i the river. 

He cut it short, did the great rad Pan 
^ (How tall it stood in the rwer 1) 

Then drew the pith, like the heart of a man, 
Steadily from the outside ring, 

And notched the poor dry empty thing 
In holes, as he sate by the river, 

“ This is the way,” laughed the great god Pan 
^ (Laughed while he sate by the river), 

The only way, since gods began 
To make sw'eet music, they could succeed.” 
Then, dropping his mouth to a hole in the reed 
He blew in power by the river. 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, O Pan ! 

Piercing sweet by the river 1 
Blinding sweet, 0*great god Pan ! * 

The sun on the hill forgot to die, ; 

-'^^'■^^he^lilies revived, and the dragon-fly 
Came back to dream on the river. 

Yet hall a beast is the great god Pan, 

1 o laugh as he sits by the river. 

Making a poet out of a man ; 

1 he true gods sigh for the cost and pain, — 
i. ot the leed which growls i^evermore again 
As a reed with the reeds in the river, 

Ehzqheth Barrett Brownins, 




/ith hea\’tnLes£, 
distress, 

trom weariness ? 
■est : why should we toil alone. 
"We only toil, who are the first of things, 

And make perpetual moan, 

Still from one sorrow to another thrown : 


THE LO’J'OS-KATERS : CIIORIC SONG 

• . f , 

■ ■ I ■ ■ 

I’iniJo- is sweet •music here that s<}ftcr ialla 
ili.m petals from Mown roses on the grass, 
i )i iiighl-deus on still waters between walls 
shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass ; 

Music that gentUer on the spirit lies, 

'Than tir’d eyelids upon tir’d eyes ; 

Music that brings swget sleo]! down from the 
hlLssful skies. 

Here are cool nutsses deep, 

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep. 

And in the stream the long - leaved flowers 
weep, 

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in 


. #« ■ ■ m ' 
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Nor steep our brows^in slumber’s holy balm ; * 

No!* harken what the inner spirit sings, 

“ There is no joy but calm ! ” 

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of 
things f 


Lo i in the middle of the wood, • 

The folded leaf is woo’d from ouf the bud 
With winds upon the branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no care, 
Sun-steep’d at noon, .and in the moon 
Nightly dew-fed ; and turning yellow 
Fails, and floats adown the air. 

Lo ! sweeten’d with the dhmmer light. 

The full-juiced apple, w^axing over-mellow, 
Drops in a silent autumn night. 

All its allotted length of days. 

The flower ripens in its place, 

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil, 
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil. 


HatefuHs tffe dark-blue sky, 

Vauhed o’er the dark-lflue sea. 

Death is the end of life ; ah, why 
Should lil'e all labour be t 
Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast. 
And in a little while our lips are dumb. 
*T^et ns alone. W’hat is it that will last ? 
All things are taken from us, and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past. 
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*fvet US aliinc. What pleasure^ can we have 
To war wiiji eviJ ? Is there any peace / 
In ever ciimbing up the climbing wave ? 

Ail tfiings have rest, and ripen toward the grave 
hj silence ; ripen, fall and cease : ^ 

< ii VC ns long rest or ci#athj dark death, or dreamful 
ease. 


linw sweet it were, hearing the downward stream, 
\Vifi; half-shut eyes ever to seem 
l-'alling asleep in a half-dream ! 

dream and dream, like yonder amber light, 
Which Will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height; 
Po liear each other’s whisper’d speech ; 

Killing the Kotos day hy day, 

'Po w'iiteh die crisping ripples oit the beacli, 

And tender curvhig lines of creamy spray, 

I’o lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild-minded melancholy ; 

'Po muse and brood and live again in memory, ' 
With tliose old faces of our infancy 
Heap’d over with a mound <rf grass, 

'Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn. of brassf 


Dear is the memory of our wedded lives, 

And dear the last embraces of our wives 
And their warm tears : but all hath suffer’d 
change ; 

For surely now^ our^household hearths are cold : 
Our sons inherit us : our looks are strange ; 

And w'e should come like ghosts to trouble joy. 
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Or else the island princes over-bold 
I lave* eat our substance, and the myiwStrel sings 
Bdbre theiii nf the ten years’ war in Troy, 

Air! our great deeds, as half-forgotten things. 

Is ihc’-e confusion in the little isle ? 
f.et what is l;r<)ken so rernainf 
riic ( iods are hard to reconcile ,* 

’ j 'is hard to settle order once again# 

'i'lierc A coni usiou worse than deatSt, 

Trutiihi- on trouble, pain on pain, 

L(in,u labour unto aged breath, 

tSore task to bwarls wtvn out by many wars 

And eyes grown dim with gaziiig on tiie pilot-stars. 


Hut, propt on beds of amaranth and moly, 

1 hwv sweet (while warm airs lull us, blowing lowly) 
A\’ith luiif-dropt eyelid still, 

Beneath a heaven dark and holy, 

Towatch the long liright river drawing slowly 
liis waters from the purple hill — ^ 

To hear the dewy echdls calling 
From cave to cave thro’ the thick-twined vine — 
To watcl? tht^emeraki-colour’d water falling 
Thro’ many a wov’n aciflithus- wreath divine ! 
Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine, 
Only to hear were sweet, stretch’d out beneath the 
' pine. 


The Lotos blooms below the barren peak 
d'he IjfOtos blows by every winding creek ; 


c 


'['he Golden Ivcusuyy 

All day the wind breathes low with mellower 

'rhnd merv hollow cave and alley lone 

Round aik'l round Uie spicy downs the yehow 

] jOiijS-tliiSl JS b(U\Mi. 

\\V luive ’nad euousjiu of a.ction, and nl rrionon we, 
Roli'i-l to sinrboard,. roll d to lurbouru, when tne 
;-surec was Mrlhnt^ free, 

Whvic ilic wallovdiiij; numster spouted ins toani- 
fouiiiaiiis in the sea. . i 

Let tis swear ;in oath, atsd keep it with an equal 

mind, ■' q , . r -i 

hi ihe liolUrtv Lolos-land to live and he reehned 
On the hills like Gods topelher, ee.reless ot man- 
kind. , I 1 1 

For they lie beside their nectar, and tlie bolts arc 

Far belmv them in the valleys, and the clouds are 

lightly ctirl’d „ . . , , i 

Round their golden houses, girdled tvith the gleam- 
ing world : , 

Where, they smile in secret, looking over wasted 

lands, . 

Blight and famine, plague and eartjiquake, roaiing 

deeps and fiery sands, _ 

Clanging fights, and flaming toivns, and sinking 
ships, and praying hands. 

But they smile, they find a music centred m a 

doleful song • t r 

Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale qt 

wrong, . , , , 1 

Like a tale of little meaning tiro the words are 

strong ; 
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Chanted irojii an ill-used r^'e of men that cleave 

tthe S(jil, • : » 

Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring 
. toil, ■ ■ 

Siorinv veariv little dues of wheat, and wine and 

oil _ 

Till they perish and they suffer— some, 'tis 

whisper’d dowri in hell « 

Sud’er endless anguish, others in*Elvsian, vallej^ 
dv.dl, 

Kfsiing ntarv linilvs at last on beds of asphodel. 
Surely, srircly, slumb*r is more sweet than toil, the 
slioi'e 

'rium labour in the deep mid-ocean., wind and 
wavegmd. oar;,; 

(,)h rest ye,^ brother mariners, we will not wander 
Alfedy Lord Tennyson. 


DAVID SINGS TO SAUL 

Oh, the wild joys of li^dfig ! the leaping from rock 
up to rock, ' 

The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, 
the cool silver shock 

Of the plunge in a pool’s living water, the hunt of 
the bear, ' 

And the .sultriness showing the*Iion is couched in 
his lair. 
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And tise naeal, the rich dates yellowed over with 
gold dust divine, * 

Arul the locust-flcsh steeped in the pitcher, the 
iiill draught of wine. 

And the sleep in the dried river-cii^^innel wiicre 
bidriishcs tell 

'I'haf tlie wauT was wont to go warbling so souiy 
•and well. 

i low good is nnin’s life, the mere living ! bow lit 
to emjaloy 

All the heart ami the soul and the senses for e\er 
in joy ! • 

Hast thou loved the while locks ol thy lather, 
wiiose sword thou j[.lidst guard 

Wlien he trusted thee forlli with the armies, for 
glorious rew'ard ? 

Didst thou see the thiji hands of thy mother, held 
up as men sung 

The low song of the nearly-departed, and hear her 
faint tongue 

Joining^in while it could to the witness, “ Let one 
more attest, • 

I have lived, seen God’s hand thro’ a lifetime, and 
all was for best ” ? * « 

Then they sung thro’ theif tears in strong triumph, 
not much, but the rest. 

And thy brothers, the help and the contest, the 
working whence grew 

Such result as, from seething grape-bundles, the 
spirit strained true : 

And the friends of thy boyhood — that boyhood of 
wonder and hope, 


*1 
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l*rcsej 5 t: promise and wealth of the future beyond 
tiie eye’s scope,— '« 

'Fill lo, thou art grown to a monarch ; a people is 

■ thine ■ 

And all gifts, which the world f)lTers singly, on one 
head conil.iiiie I • 

( >n one head, all the beauty and strength, love and 
/ rage (like: the throe <» 

That, a~work in the rock, helps its Ribour and lets 
the gold gri), 

High anihii ion and deeds which surpass it, fame 
crowning them, — *11 

Ilroiight to blai^e on the head of one creature — 
King Saul ! 

• Robert Brotvnmp. 


Often rebuked, yet always back returning 
To tliose first feelings that were born with me, 

And leaving busy chase of wealth and learniiig 
For idle dreams of things which cannot be ; 

Fo-day, I ^'illfhot seek the shadow region ; 
its unsustaining vastness waxes drear ; 

And visions rising, legion, after legion, 

Bring the unreal world too strangely near. 

Fli walk, but not in old heroic traces, 

And not in paths of high moraljty, 

And not among the half-distinguished faces, 

The oiouded forms of long-past history. 


zo 
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'I’ii walk where my own naljire would be leading : 

It vexes me*to clioose anotJier guide : /_ 

Where the gray flocks in, ferny glens are feeding ; 
Where the wild wind blows on the mountain side. 

Wluit have those loiftly mountains wtfrth revealing? 

More glory and more grief than I can tell 
'Ihe earth tlu^ wakes one human heart to feeling 
t ;a.i) centre both the worlds of Heaven and iieli. 


Emily Bronit\ 


XII 


THE SHEPHERD’S I’REE 

Huge elm, with rifted trunk all notched and 
scarred, 

Like to a warrior’s destiny ! I love 
To stretch me often on thy shadowed sward, 

And hear the laugh of summer leases above ; 

Or on*thy buttressed foote to sit, and lean 
In careless attitude, and there reflect 

On times, and deeds, and darings that have been - 

Old castaw'ays, now swallowed in neglect, 

While thou art towering in thy strength of heart, 
Stirring the soul to vain imaginings 
In which life’s sordid being hath no part. 

The wind of that eternal ditty sings, 

Humming of future things, that burn the mind *■ 
To leave some figment of itself behind. 

John Clare. 
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THE VENETIAN PASTORAL : 

A j’iciure 1)y Giorgione 

W.viT-K, lor anguish of the solstice: — nay, 
iiiu ^iip the vessel slowly, —nay, bu| lean 
An.l hark ijow at its vert<e the wave sighs in 
Kelnctant. Hush. 1 beyond all depth away 
'The heal lies siletit at ilic brink of day : 

Now tile hand trails i^pon the viol-string _ 

That Mtbs, and lite bnnvn faces cease to sing, 

Sad '.\ith the wliole ol pleasure. \\'hither stray 
{ ler eyes now , from whost: motith the .slim pipes 
creep 

And leave it pouting, while the shadowed grass 
Is cool against her nakeil side ? Let be : — 

Say nothing now unto her lest she weep, 

Nor name this ever, be it as it was, — 

Life touching lips with Immortality. 

^ Dante Gabriel Rc^setti, 


¥1V 

A SONG OF FLIGHT 

While we slumber and sleep 
, The sun leaps up front the deep 
— Idaylight l.iorn at the leapj — 
Rapid, dominant, free, 

Atliirst to bathe in. the uttermost sea. 




4 . 



' jn’oniiscti pnxe, 
s, liic Wind liic's- 
we ;uv iVer, 
he\ ni!u the slurs 


'fHE splendour falls on castle walls 
And snowy summits old in story : 

The. long light shakes across the lakes, 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 

Blow, 'hugle, blow, set the- wild echoes flying, 
Blow', bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying, 

O hark, O hear ! how thin and clear, 

And thinner, clearer, farther going ! 

O sweet and far from cliff and scar 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing ! 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying : 

Blow, bugle ; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying, 

■ :■■■■. r-: ■■■■ 

O love, they die in yon rich sky, 

They faint on hill or field or river : 
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Our echoes roll soul to soul, 

• And grow for ever and for ^ver. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, ^ 
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 

• Alfred y Lord Tennyson. 


XVI .** 

■ '.rHE FORSAKEN MERMAN 

Come, dear children, let us away ; 

! 3 own and away b<.?low ! 

Now my Iwotliei's call from the bay, 
Now the great winds sKireward blow. 
Now the salt tides seaward flow ; 

Now the wild white horses play, 

Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let us away ! 

I'his way, this way ! 

Call her once before you go — 

Call once yet ! ^ • 

In a voice that she will know : 

“ Margaret ! Margaret ! ” i 
ChildrenN*voices shogld be dear 
(Call once more) to a mother’s ear ; 
Children’s voices, wild with pain — 
Surely she will come again ! 

Call her once and come away ; 

^ This way, this way ! 

“ Mother dear, we cannot st^ ! 

'fhe wild white horses foam and fret.” 
Margaret I Margaret ! 




I 
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Come, dear cliiUIrcn, come j-nvay down ; ^ 

Call no more > 

One last look at the white-walFd town, 

And tlie little firoy churcli on the winiiy shore 
'^rhen come down i t 

Hhc will iu»t come thougb you call all day ; 
t'ornc awav, come away ! 


t'liiidren dear., \Yas it yesterday 
We heard the sweet hells over the hay r 
In the caverns where we lay, 

'Phrough the surf and through the svvell, 
d'he far-oil’ sound of a silver bell ? 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 
Where the winds are all asleep ; 

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam 
Where the salt weed sways in the stream, 
Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round. 
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground 
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 

Dry th^ir mail and bask in the brine ; 
Where great whales come sailing by, 

Sail and sail, with unshut eye, 

Round the world for ever and aye ? • ■ 

When did music come th^s way ? 
Children dear, was it yesterday ? 


Children dear, was it yesterday 
(Call yet once) that she went away ? 

Once she sate with you and me, 

On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea. 
And the youngest sate on her knee. 
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She combM its bright liair, and she tended it well, 

■Whcji down swung the sound of a far-ofl" bell. 

She sigh’d, she look’d up through'the dear green 
sea ; 

Slie said : “ I imist go, for kinsfolk pray 

In (lie little grey church on the shore torday. 

’M’wiil be Easter-time in the world— -ah me ! 

1 lose iny poor soul, Merm;^iT ! here with 
thee,” , 

1 said : “ ( it) up, dear heart, through the waves ; 

Sav thv and come badt to the kind sca- 

'■ caVes ! • 

Sise smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay. 

t/iiildren dear, was it yestei^lay ? 

Children dear, were we long alone ? 

'* "Flic sea grows stormy, the little ones moan ; 

fjong [>raycr.s,” I said, “ in the world they say ; 

Cioine ! ” i said ; and we rose through the surf 
in the bay, 

VVe went up the beach, by the sandy down 

Where the sea-stocks foioorn, to the white*wall’d 
town ; 

Through narrow' paved streets, where all was 
still, 

d'o the little grey church on the windy hill. 

From the clmrcli came a murmur of folk at their 
prayers. 

But \vc stood without in the cold blowing airs, 
climb’d on the graves, on the stones worn 
with rains, • 

And we gajicd up the aisle through the small 
leatled panes. 


m 



the jiillar ; wevsuw her clear : ^ 
ii^st ! eunio i-|!i3Civ, we are here ; 

’ i saiJ, “ vvc are long alone ; 
as stui jiiy, the little ones moan.” 
eax'e ti^c never a look, ^ 

Wei'i- scal’d to the holy book ! 
ike nricht : shut stands the door 
fhiidrci), call m* rnoj’c i 
ebnu; tiorvji, call no more ! 


i )o\vn, dnvMf, ciiwvn I 
ihnvn fo the depllt.s oi the''t.ea ! 

She sits at her wheel in the huiuining town, 
Hineinc’ most jrnlully., 

JIark wliat s!ie sings ; “ O joy, (.) joy. 

For the Innnming streer, and tlie ciiild with its toy 
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well ; 
For the wheel where i spun, 

And the blessed light of the sun ! ” 

And so she sings her fill, 

Singing most joyfully, 

Till the spindle drops frojpi her hand. 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

She steals to the rvindow, and looks^at the sand, 
And over the sand at the^sea ; 

And her eyes are set in a stare ; 

And anon there breaks a sigh. 

And anon there drops a tear, 

From a sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, . 

A long, long siglv.; 

For the cold strange eyes of a little hlermaiden 
And tlie gleam of her golden hair. 


; 
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^ Come uway, away children ; 
Come chiidren, come down ! * 
The hoarse wind blows coldly ; 
].ights shine in the town. 

Bhe willf start from her sj^imber 
^Vhen Leasts shake the door ; 

Hlie will hear the winds howlir^', 
VMll liear the naves roar. , 
We shall see, while above us 
ddie wa\'es roar and whirl, 

A ceilinr^ of amber, 

A pavement <>i’ pearl, 

Hinpinu : “ ilere came a ntorta!, 
.flat faithless was site 
And alone duell for ever 
I’he kings of the sea.” 

ijut, childrcj), at midnight, 

Vfhen sot't the winds blow, 

Wheri clear falls tlic moonlight, 
When spring-tides arc low ; 

When sweet airs o»rne seaward 
From heaths starr’d with broom, 
AndJiiglj rocks throw mildly 
On the bhincldd aa»ds a gloom : 
I'P die still, glistening beaches, 
i .ij> the creeks we will hie, 
i )ver banks sif bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 

We will ga:<e, from, the sand-hills. 
At the white, sleeping town?; 

At the church on the hill-side — 
And then come back down, 
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Sineinu ; “ '1 here* clwete a loved one, ^ 
But oniel'is she ! 

She left lonely for ever 

The kin^s ui the sea.” _ , ' ,, 

: , Matthem Arnold. 


■■ '■f’,- „ XVII'" 

THE LADY ,OF SHALOTT 
■ 'Part/T'' 

On citlier side the' river lie 
ijonaj lields ol barley and of rye, 

That clothe the wold and meet the sky ; 
And thro’ the hekl the road runs by 
'Fo many-tower’d Camelot ; 

And up and down the people go, 

Gazing where the lilies blow 
R#»und an island ther^ below'-, 

The island of Shalott. 

Willows w'hiten, asppns quiver. 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Thro’ the wave that runs for ever 
By the island in the river 

Flowing dow'n to Camelot. 

Four gray walls, and four gray towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 

And the silent isle imbowers 
The Lady of vShalott. 


39 


■ ■ • 

of^Modm’n Lyrics 

By the margin, willow-veil ’d, 

^iide the heavy blirges trail’d * 

By slow horses ; and unhail’d 
The shallop flitteth silken-sail’d 

SIdnrming down to Camelot : 
But \vh(f hath seen her wtve her hand ? 
Or at the casement seen her stand ? 

Or is she known in all the landf 
The Lady of Shalott ? • 


' • 


Only reapers, reaging early 
In among the bearded Irarley, 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 
From the river winding dearly, 
Down to tower’d Camelot : 
And by the moon the reaper weary, 
Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 
Listening, whispers “ ’Tis the fairy 
Lady of Shalott.” 


Part II 

TiiEFft slifc weaves by night and day 
A magic web with colours gay. 

She has heard a whisper say, 

A curse is on her if she stay 

To look down to Camelot. 

She knows not what the curse may be 
* And so she weavcth steadily^ 

And little other care hath she, 

* The Lady of Shalott. 





Thi' Gnhhii Treasury 

An<l Jiiovinf thrc'’ mirror oloar 
'I'll, it before her fill the yeatj 

Shiuiows of liic ivorid appear. 
’J'hcre she sees the hinhuay near 
^Vinl}inu• down to C.’arneiot : 
I’hetc the ri\er^eddy whirls, 

And iIk.to ihe surly village-churls, 
And ihe pai cloaks oi nvarket girls 
Pas' onward from Shalott, 


SonK’iimes a troop (d dain.sels glad, 

An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Homctinies a curly shcpbcrd-lad, 

Or long-hair’d page iu crimson clad, 
Goes by toVmer’d (’amclot ; 
And sonietiines thro’ the mirror blue 
'File knights come riding two and two 
She hath no loyal knight and true. 
The Lady of Shalott. 


But in her web siie still delights 
To' weave the mirror magic sights, 
For often thro’ the silent nights 
A funeral, with plumes and lights ■ 
And music, went to Camelot 
Or when the moon was overhead, 
Came two young lovers lately wed ; 
I am half sick of shadows,” said 
The Lady of Shalott. 
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* . Part III , » 

A BOW“SHOT .from her bower-eaves, 

Me rotie between the barlp-sheaves, 
Fhe sim (‘nme dazzlins? thro’ the leaves, 
Aiid ihimed upoti the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. "* 

A reti-i.Toss knight for ever kneel’d 

I'o a lull in l)is sliield, 

d'luit sparkled (rn tiie yellow field, 

Ilcside rcH'ibte Slialott. 


'i he gennny i)rid!e glilR'r’d free, 

Like to some branch of stars we see 
l iung in the golden (Jalaxy. 

'File bridle bells rang merrily 

As he roilc down to Camelot : 
And from his Ifiazon'd baldric slung 
A miglily silser bugle hung, 

And as he rode his armour rung, 
Beside remofs Shalott. 


All in*the'^Iue unclouded weather 
T’hick-jeweird shone* the saddle-leather, 
'Fhe helmet and the helmet-feather 
Burn’d like one burning flame together. 
As he rode down to Camelot. 

As often thro’ the purple night, 

* Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light, 

• Aloves over still Shalott. 


* 
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His broad clear brow iu sunlight flow’d ; 
On burnish’d hooves Fiis war-horse troji?c 
I'rotn undcrncalh his hohner ilow’d 
His coal-black curls as on he rude. 

As he rode down to (’ainelot. 
k'niini the ban*, and iVoni the n\cr 
ilc ilasliM int(» the crystal mirror, 

“ d 'irra Jirra,” by the river 
Siwjj; Sir Lancelot, 


She left the web, she left the lootn, 
She made three paccsi'thnd the room. 
She sav\ the water-lily bloom, 

She saw the helmet and the plume, 
She look’d down to (.'amelol. 
(.)ut dew the web and lioated wide ; 
'I’he mirror crack’d from side to side , 
“ d'he curse is come upon me,” cried 
The Lady of Shalott. 


In the stormy east-wind straiI^^ng,<■ 

The pale yellow wdods were waning, 

The broad stream in his banks complaining, 
Heavily the low sky raining 

Over tower’d Camelot ; 

Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat, 

And round ‘^about the prow she wrote 
The Lady of Shalott. 
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And down the rij^er’s dim expanse 
tike some bold secir in a trancg, 

Seeing all his own mischance— 

With a glassy countenance 

Did she look to Camelot. 

And at the closing of the*day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lav 
.1 he broad stream bore her far'^way, 
The Lady of Shalolt. * 


laying, robed in snowy white 
1 hat loosely ilew*to left and right — 
'rhe Ipives upon Iwr falling light— 

1 liro’ the noises of tljp night 

She floated down to Camelot : 
And as the boat-head wound along 
I he willow)' hills and fields among, 
They heard lier singing her last song, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 
Chanted loudly, cSanted lowly, 

1 ill her blood was frozen slowiy, 
And«her«yes were darken’d wholly, 
Turn’d to tcfwer’d Camelot.' 
hoi ere she reach’d upon the tide 
The first house by the water-side, 
Singing m her song she died, 

The Lady of Shalott. 




The (Johh'?i 'JWamiy 

A .lileainisijT shape she hv, 

Ue;id-pale hetween the houses * 

.Silent into ('anielol. 

Oiit u{)on the wharfs tliey ean-.e, 

Knic[hi aiui hurerher, lord aiul djitne, 

A'.iii round thurprow they read her najne. 
7 hi ’ Lf/Jy tjf Shu to it . 

rj 

iVlio is lilts : aiu! ■\\jiar is here r 
Ai'uMhi tlie iighfed palace near 
Ihfd the' soiifid of roval clieer ; 

And ilicy eross’il tlicivifcelves for fear, 

Ail the kniglits at Carnclot : 
lint Jaincelot nuistd a little space ; 
lie said, ‘‘ She hal?a lovely face ; 

(iod iii^ his mercy U‘nd her yraee' 

'riie Latly of Sliulott.” 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson 


« XVI^I 

THE LABORATORY : AKCIEN REGIME 

Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly, 

May gaze thro’ these faint smokes curling whitely 
As thou pliest thy trade in this devil’s-smithy— 
\\hich is the poison to poison her, prithee ? 

He is with her, and they know that I know 
Where they are, what they do ; they believe mv 
tears flow 
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W hilc they laugh, laueh at me, at me tied to the 
drear ^ 

Ihupfy church, to pray God in, for them ! — 1 am 
licre. 


(unu! away, moisten and mash up thy paste, 
i*onnd at thy powder,— I am not in haste ! 

Hettcr sit thus, and observe thy strari^e things, 

1 nan go ^wh ere men wait me and* dance at the 
i-’v-ing's, 

1'hat in the mortar— call it a gum ? 

Ah, the brave tree wlience such gold oozings come ! 
And 3amder soft phial, i:he ^iquisite blue,' 

Sure to taste sweetly,— is that poison too ? 

Haci 1 but all of them, thee and thy treasures, 

\\ hat a wild crowd of invisible pleasures ' 

1 o carry pure death in an ear-ring, a casket, 

A signet, a fan-mount, a filigree basket ! 

Soon, at the King’s, a m?re lozenge to give,* 

And Pauline should have just thirty minutes to 
live ! • • ■ 

But to light a pastille, anc? Elise, with her head 
And her breast and her arms and her hands, should 
drop dead ! 

Quick—is it finished ? The colour’s too grim ! 
Wily not soft like the phial’s, enticing and dim ? 
Let it brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir. 
And tryjt and taste, ere she fix and prefer I 



3*' Th(- (hihhn Tmmay 

\\ hat a lirsij' ! Slu-’.s ^iuv little, no minion like me ! 
'I'inu’s v/ity ^be en.snarefi linn : tliis never will iVeo 
'The soul i rnn'i luahciiliuc eyeri, — say, “ No ! ’’ 
'!'«> tlait fiulse’s magnificent come-and-go. 


tnifiit. as they n'hispered, 1 brought 
v> to licar on lier so. that I thought 
el'* t}?em oiu; hah' minute fixed, .site 

rail ■ 

she fell not ; wt tins does it all ! 


Not that i hid vnii spare iicr t!ie pain ; 
i ,el death he felt and the proof remaiti 
Brand, horn ufi, bite !#ito its grace — 
ife is sure to rctitcniher her dying face 


is it done t Take rny mask ulf ! Nay, be not 
morose ; 

It kills her, and this prevents seeing it close : 

The delicate droplet, my whole foriiine’s fee ! 
if it ]-yirts her, beside, can it ever hurt me ? 


Now, take all my jewels, gorge gold to ^'our fill, 
You may kiss me, old ipan, on iny month if you 
will ! 

But brush this dust off me, lest horror it brings 
Ere I know it — next moment I dance at the King’s ! 

Rohcrl Brozenm^. 
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• XIX 

, . : AMATURUS ' 

SoMrAViJiiKK bcneatli the sftn, 

These quivering heart-strings prove it, 
Sf.'Hiewhere there iimst be one « 

Made for tliis soul, to move 'tt ; 

Home one that hides her sweetness 
Id'otn nduhbours whom she slights, 
N'W can attain emtipleteness, 

Nor gi\'c iier heart its rights p 
Some one whom I could court 
With no great chan of mamier. 

Still holding reason’s fort, 

'ritough waving Ihncy’s banner ;; 

A lady, not so queenly 
As to disdain rny hand. 

Yet born to smile serenely 
Like tli(jse that rule the land ; 

Noble, but not too^roud ; ^ 

AVith ssoft hair simply folded, 

And bright face crescent-browed, 

And thf-oat by A fuses moulded ; 

And eyelids lightly tailing 
On little glistening seas, 

Deep-calm, wlicn gales are brawling, 
Though stirred by every breeze : 

Swift voice, like flight of dove 
Through minster arches ^[oating. 

With SLuiden turns, when love 
Llets overnear to doting ; 



» 
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i'i.ct'n lips, thal shape ^oi> savinifs 
Take tyystajs uf the sjiow, 

With pretty hair-hetruyines 
^ Of rhiiiits one may jiot know ; 
fair hand, u-liosc touches thriil^ 
Like fa'oidef/nxl of wimder, 
\Uiieh iiernies wields nt will 
.'^pirii«.ni«! jlesh to sunder ; 
Lic'ht Uiift, to prt'ss the stirrup 
in fearlessness and ^!ee, 
f)r datiee, til! linches cliirnip, 

And stars sink to the sea, 

i'orih, Love, and lind this maiii. 
Wherever she Ife hidden ; 

.Speak, IjDS'c, be not afraid, 
ihji piead as thou art bidden ; 
Anti say, that he who taught thee 
^ His yearning want and pain, 
loo dearly, dearly bought thee 
To part with thee in vain. 


William Cory 


SAINT VALEStTINE’S DAA^ 

Well d^t thou, Love, thy solemn Feast t 
In vestal Febitiary ; 

Not rather choosing out some rosv day 
Lrom the rich co;:onet of the coming A lav. 
When all things meet to marry ! 

O quick, pnevernal Power ' 
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'f'hat sigiiairst punctual through the sleepy mould 
'Flu; feiowdrop’s time*to flovver, ^ 

Fair as the rash oath of virginity 
Which is first-love’s first cry ; 

O, Baby spring, 

'Fh;it flutter'sl; sudden ’neath (tie breast of Earth 
A month before the birth ; 

Whence is the peaceful jjoignancVj * 

'riu.' joy contrite, , . 

SiuJder tl:Kui soiTtttv, sueeter than delight, 
lh.it burthens now tlie breath; of everything, 

I hough each one si gi is as if to each alone 
'The cherish’d, pang were known ? 

At ciiisk of dawn, on his dark spray apart, 

With it the Pilackbird bit;aks the young Day’s 
he-art ; . ' 

In evening’s hush 

About it talks the heavenly-minded Thrush ; 

The hill with like remorse 

Smiles to t'he Sun’s smile in Ids westering course ; 

I'he fisher’s drooping .skill' 

h^i yt.>nder sheltering bn^- ; ^ 

The choughs that call anout the shining cliff ; 

The children, noisy in the setting ray 


Own the Swee*l season, each thing as it may 
Thoughts of strange kindness and fon 


forgotten peace 

In me increase ; 

And tears arise 

Within my happy, happy Mistress’ eyes, 

Ajtxd, io, her lips, averted from my kiss, 

Ask from Love’s Liounty, ah, muF|j more than bliss ! 

Js’t the sequester’d and exceeding sweet 
Of dear Desire electing his defeat ? 


:#-l 
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Is'i ilie waked Ivanh nenv to yon purpling cope 
I tterin,!^- first -jove’s first cry, <• 

\'';unly renouncing, uilii a seraph’s sigh, 

],f)ve’s natural hr>pc ? 

I'air-riicaning Kaith, foredoom’d to f^erjury ! 
Behoki, nil snnoruiis*‘j\lay, 

Wish roses lieap’t! upon her laughing brows, 
Avijids thee o/dhy v«)\vs ! 

Were it kir thev, with her warm bosttm near, 
d f) abide the sliarpness of the Seraph’s sphere ? 
hornet thy foolisli words ; 

< ro to her suuunons gay, » 

'Hiy heart with dcatl, wing’d Innocencies fill’d, 

bk ’n as a nest with birtls 

Ait<'r the <»kl ones by the hawk are kill’d. 

Well dost thou, Jyove, to celebrate 
ddie noon of thy s()ft ecstasy, 

Or e’er it be too late, 

Or e’er the Snowdrop die I 

Coventry Patmore. 


" xxf 

DREAM-LOVE ^ ^ 

Young Love lies sleeping 
In May-time of the year, 

Among the lilies, 

Lapped in the tender light : 

White lambs come grazing, 

White d9ves come building there : 
And round about him 
The May-bushes arc white. * 
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Softmosstheiyllow 
For oh, a softer cheek ; » 

Broad leaves cast shadow 
Upon the heavy eyes : 
There*wind and waters^ 

Grow lulled and scarcely speak ; 
d’hefe twilight lingers 
The longest in tlic skies. * 


Young Love lies dreaming ; 

But wlio shall tell the dream ? 
A perfect siinliglit: 

tin rustling forest tips ; 

Or periect moonliglM: 

Upon a rippling stream ; 

Or perfect silence, 

Or song of cherished lips. 


Burn odours round him 
To fill the drowsy air ; 
Weave silent daifces 
^ Around him to and fro ; 
Fo« oh* in waking 
The sights are i»ot so fair, 
And song and silence 
Are not like these below. 


Yming Love lies dreaming 
'Fill summer days are gene,- 
Dreaniing anti drowsing 
• Away to perfect sleep : 





The Gnidcn Tn usury 

Ik- set\s tile beauty t 
Suiirliath not looked upon. 
And tastes the fountain 
k'niitterahlv deep. 


i inn jMTfeel inusie 
iK)tli hush unto his rest, 
Aji.'l ifiroufih the pauses 
^ 1 !a' perieet siienec calms ; 
Oh, poor tlic voice.s 
Of cartli Iroiti east to wst, 
Anil poor canids stifiuess 
lk-f\veen Iter sialeH palms. 

^ omip Lore lies ilrowsiny 
Away to poppied death ; 

Cl to! shai.lows deepen 
Across the sleeping face : 

So fails the summer 
With warm, delicious breath 
And what hath autumn 
'i’o give us in its^ilace 


Oraw close the curtains 
^ Of branched evergreen ; 
Change cannot touch them 
With fading fingers sere ; 

Here first the violets 
Perhaps will bud unseen, 
And a dove, may he, 


Christina Roshtti 
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SUAJjMUAI EONUiM 


Af.L tilt* Iirefitii ant! the bloofli of the year in the 
h:iL^ of one bee : 

Ali the wonder and wealth ol tliitj mine in the 
heart ot one .yem : • 

b) {lie core of one pear! all tlie shade and the shine 
ot i!.u; sea .* 

Iheatls and iilooni. siiade and. shine, wonder, 
wt-alth, and- - fiow tar abo\'e them-— 
jVnth, t.!iat’s In-iglner than gem, 

.1 rnst, tliat’s purer <!un'i pearl, — 

!.»rig!)test trutig purest trust in the universe — all 
were for me 
in the kiss of one girl. 

Robert Browning. 


XjjKiii 


THE U xNTSiX TEN’S CHORUS 


When tiie hotmds of spring are on winter’s traces, 
I he iiitiiner ol months in tneadow or plain 
r tils the slutduws and windy places 
U irh lisp of leaves and ripple of rain ; 
ba'otvn bright nightingale amorous 
IS i'tali assuaged for Itylus, * 
i'oi the ihracian ships and the foreign faces, 

I. hctoiiguciess vigil, and all the pain. 





^4 The Golden Trcasmy 

(.’nine with bows bent unci withcniptyine u}\[uivers. 
Maiden nio?1. perfect, lady of light, * 

With a noise of winds and many rivers, 

With a clamonr of waters, and with might ; 

Bind on thy sandal^ O thou most lW;t, 

<)\er the sjdendoiir and speed of lliy feet ; 

I'or the faint east cjnickens, the wan west shivers, 
Round ihc^)'et of the day and the feet of the 
night. 

Where shall we lind her, how shall we sing to her, 
b’old our hands round he? knees, and cling r 
<) that man’s heart were as fire and could spring 
to her, , 

I'ire, or the strength of the streams that spring 1 
I’or the Stans and the winds are unto her 
As raiment, as songs of the harp-player ; 

For the risen stars and the fallen cling to her, 

And the southwest-tvind and the west-wind sing. 

For winter’s rains and ruins are over, 

■Antf all the season of snows and sins ; 

The days dividing lover and lover, 

The light that loses, the night thgl wyis ; 

And time remembered i» grief forgotten, 

And frosts are slain and flow'ers begotten, 

And in green underwood and cover 
Blossom by blossom the spring begins. 

The full streams feed on flower of rushes, 

Ripe grasses trammel a travelling foot, 

The faint fresh ilamc of the young year flushes 
From leaf to flower and flower lo fruit \ 
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And iVuit and leaf arc as gold and fire, 

And #lie oat is heard alcove the lyre, 

Aiid the hoofed heel of a satyr crusfies 
'I'lic ch.estn lit -husk at the chestnut-root. 

And Pan Ire iioon and Bacchu? by night, 
idccter of foot than the fleet-foot kid, 

Follows witli t.iancing and fills with 4elight 
I’he. Maaiuil anii the Rassarid ; • 

•\nd soU as lips that laugh and hide 
d’iie laughing leaves (d; tlie trees divide, 

■\nd screen from seeiujg ami leave in sight 
'The vo!.i pursiiiiig, die maiden hid. 

'Plic ivy fails with the Race^ianal’s hair 
f)v'er her eyelirovvs hiding her eyes ; 

'The wild vine slipping down leaves bare 
Her bright breast shortening into sighs ; 

The wild vine slips with the weight of its leaves, 
Rut tire herricil ivy catches and cleaves 
'ib the limbs that glitter, the feet that scare 
The wolf that follow^ the fawn that fiiej, 

Algernon Charles Smnhurne. 


liCMOES OF LOVE’S HOUSE 

gives every gift, whereby vj'e long to live ; 

“ Love takes every gift, and nothing back doth 



•! The Ckdih'h Tre/mny 

■ovc unlocks the lips that else were ever dumb : 
bove locks up the lips whence all tliinus faooJ 
niic'ht come.” 


n\e iiirns life to joy till nonglit is left to gain : 
Love turns life to wctc till hope is nousht and 
vain,” 


-ove, wlio eh.niLfesl all/ehange me nevermore ! 
l,o\'e. who c’hangesi all, change jnv sorrow 
sore i ” 


Love burns up the world to changeless heaven and 
blest, 

” Love burns up the world to a void of all unrest.” 


Ah ! I praise thee, Love, for utter joyance won ! 
“ And is my praise nought wortli for all m 
life undone ? ” 

William Morris, 
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HER HEAVEN 

tjf M.n.vv oKi in Heaven is to jgrdw yourig, . ^ 

(As tin; H(;t*r saw and said),, then ■ blest Awre he ■ , 
Wilh \H)urh fin evermore, whose ■heaveii.-sHoiild be 
'I'mc \Ssi!)i,rn, shf whrsm ifiese wesK notes have 

Kunm * 

! Il;*; :i!rJ ■ clinir-strains of her longue 

.ii ijrr t vi,s,- -sweet signs that Hec 
h<'i' -c.-ul’s iiume^liaU* sanctuary, — 

Wi.-e Vir.vhAi: nil uttenuosl worlds among, 

! !u‘ .^unrise hioouts and withers on the hill 
f..ike any biiljhmcr ; and the noblest troth 
Die:-? h.crc to drau. Yet slusil Heaven’s promise 
Hothe 

Even yet dimse levers who have cherished stii! 
i. his test for love : — in every kiss sealed fast 
1 o feel tltc jirst kiss and forebode the last. 

*Dante Gabriel RosTetii. 


THh: NEW LOVE AND THE OLD 

I ?iiADr:: another gartlen, yea, 
h'or niy new Love : 

1 left the dead rose where ?t lay 
* And set the new above. 



The (iohkn Treasury 

W'hy liicl niy Summer not begin ? 

Win* diJ niy heart not haste ? 

My oki L(,)vc tame and walk’d therein 
Arui laid the garden waste. 


She enier’d uith her weary smile, 
just as (if r-kl ; 

She look’d aiourid a little while 
And shiver’d with the cold : 

Her passing touch was death to all, 
Her jiassiug lottk a blight ; 

She made the while rcse-petuls fall 
And turn’d the red rose \thite. 


Her }>ale robe cliirging to the grass 
Seem'd like u snake 
I’hat hit the grass and ground, alas 1 
And a sad trail did make. 

She went up slowly to the gate, 

And then, just as of yore, 

She turn’d back at the last to wait 
-And say farewell once more. 

Arthur O^Shaiighnessy, 


XXVII 


ALARIAN 

She can be as wise as we, 

And wiser when she wishes ; 
She can knit with cunning wit, 
And dress the homely dishes. 
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She Clin fioiirph staff or pen 
And deal a wound that lingers ; 
She can talk the talk of men, 

And touch with thrilling, fingers. 

?\ latch her ye across ifie sea, 
'Natures fond and fiery ; 

Ve who zest the turtle’s nes*» 

With ilie eagle’s eyrie. » 

Suit, uiu I loving is her soul, 

Snift and lofty soaring ; 

Mixing with iis dove-like dole 
'Pas.sisiuate adoring. 

Sm.li a she wholl^natch with me ? 
In living or pursuing, 

Subtle wiles are in her smiles 
'To set the world a-wooihg. 

She is steadfast as a star. 

And yet the maddest maiden ; 

She ean wage a gallant war, 

And give the peace of Eden. 

* George Meredith^ 


xxvin 


A MATCH 


If love were what the rose is, 
And I were like the Wf, 
Our lives would grow'' together 
In sad or singing weather, 
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liioun Helds or Ho'v\:eiiul ciwscs 
firi.icn pleasui'c or grey grief 
if love were what the rose is, 
Ani-l 1 were like tlie leaf. 


If f were what the words arc, 
Aixl love Avere like the tune 
With double sound ami single 
].)eiight our ii{)s would mingle 
With kisses glad as birds are 
'riial get sweet r^iii at noon 
If 1 were whal the wortls are, 
And love tvere like tlie tune. 


If you were life, my darling, 

And 1 your love tvere death. 
We’d shine and snow together 
Ere March made sweet the weather 
With daffodil and starling 
And hours of fruitful breath ; 

If you were life, Bfty darling, 

And I your love were death. 


it you were thrall to sorrow, 
And I were page to joy, 
We’cf play for lives and seasons 
With loving looks and treasons 
And tears of night and morrow 
And Ity-ighs of maid and boy 
If you were thrall to sorrow, 
And I were page to joy. 
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ir you were April’s lady, 

* Ami I were lord in May, ^ 

We’d throw with leat-es for hours 
And drinr for days with flowers, 

'{'ill d; 4 y like night were shady 
A nd night were brigiTt like day ; 

!!’ you were April’s lady, 

And ] were lord in Alay. 

■ ■ • 

U’ \on were queen of pleasure, 

Ami 1 were king of pain, 

We'd Inuif doun love together, 

Pimk out his ilying-feather, 

,\ml tuiu h his feet a measure, 

And iim.l his moijth a rein ; 

If you were queen of pleasure. 

And I were king of pain, ^ ■ 

Algernon Charles Swinburne, 



XXIX 

. TWO,. IN TlipE CAMPAGNA.. *, 

I WONDER do you feel to-day 
•\s Lihave felt since, hand in hand, 
Wc sat down on flie grass, to stray 
In spirit better through the land, 
This morn of Rome and May ? 

Forme, J touched a thought, I know', 
Has tantalized me many times, 

(Like turns of thread the^piders throw 
Mocking across our path) for rhymes 
•’Fo catch at and let go. 
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Hdp me to hold it 1 ]yrst it left 
'i'hc yeljowintf fennel, run to seed * 
Ihere, branching froin the brickwork’s cleft, 
^ Some old tomb’s ruin : yonder wc;ed 
1 ook up the lloating weft, , 

Where ojie snuili orange cup amassed 
J'ive bd’eties,— blind and green they an>pe 
Among tliirhoney-meal : ami last, ‘ '' 
l .verywhere tui t he grassy slope 
i traceil it. Hold it fast ! 


f lie champaign with its endless Hcece 
Ol feathery grasses everr-wlierc I 
hilcnce ami passion, jtjy aiid peace, 

An everlasting wash of air— 

Rome’s ghost since her decease. 

Such hfe here, through such lengths of hours. 

vbuch miracles performed in plav, 

Sudi primal naked forms of flowers, 

Getting nature Ifave her -way’ 

W hiie heaven looks from its towers ! 

How’ say you ? Let u^, O my dove, 

Let us be unashamed of soul, 

As earth lies bare to heaven above I 
_ How is it under our control 
Fo love or not to love ? 

I would that you were all to me. 

You that arc just so much, no more. ' 
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Nor vnurs nor mine, nor slave nor free ! 

Vhere does the fault lie ? Wl^at the core 
O’ the wound, since wound must be ? 



i would I^outd adopt you%\vill, 

See with your eyes, Ind set my heart 
Heat i by yow , and drink my lill 
At yotir sMwtprings,-— your^part my part 
hi life, for gai^rand ill. 

No. 1 yearn upw^d, touch you close, 

Then stand away. I kiss your check, 
t ‘atch vour soul’s warmth, — J pluck the rose 
And' love it more tlum tongue can speak — 
Then the good minute goes. 


Alreatiy how am I, so far 

Out of that minute ? Must I go 
Still like the thistle-ball, no bar, 

Onward, whenever light winds blow, 
Fixed by no friendl]i star ? • 

Just A»hen«I seemed about to learn ! 

Where is the threafl now ? Olf again I 
The old trick ! Only I discern— 

Infinite passion, and the pain 
Of finite hearts that yearn. 

Robert Browning. 
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ilrA? do I love thee r Let me count the ways. 

I love thee to |,he depth and breadth and 
helght.i 

.\iy snulcan reach, when feeling out of sight 
I'nr ilic endl' of Being and ideal Grace. 

! love ihee tolhe lewl of every day’s 
Most quiet need, by sim and candlelight. 

I lon e dice freely, as men strive for Riglit ; 

I Itne thee purely, as they 'iciini from Praise. 

I i(!Vo thee with the passion put to use 

In sny old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 

1 love thee with a love'’! seemed to lose 
With my lost saints, — I love thee with the 
breath, 

bniOes, tears, of all my life !— and, if God choo.so, 
.1 shall but love thee better after death. 


Elizabeth Barrett Br^ 


azviiar.^ 


XXXI 

. ■ , r ^ ■ ■ 

T 

When our two souls stand up erect and strong, 
Face to face, silent, drawing nigh and nigher, 
Until the lengthening wings break into lire 
At either curvM point, — what hitter wrong 
Can the earth do to us, that we should not long. 
Be here contentejj ? 'I’hink. In mounting higher, 
The angels would press on us, and aspire" 

To drop some golden orb of perfect song ' 


j 
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iiito our deep dear silence. Let us stay 
Rather on earth, Beloved, where the unfit 
C'ontrarious moods of men recoil aw5y 
And isolate pure spirits, and permit 
A place to stand and love in for a day, ^ ^ 

A\ldi d.arkness and the death-lf)ur roundiflg it. 

Elhahcth Barrett Browning. 


Yii'i', lo\'e, mere love, is l>eautiful indeed 
And worthy of acceptatioiijt Fire is bright. 

Let temple burn, or flax. An equal light 
1 .caps in the flame from cedar-plank or weed. 

.And love is lire ; and when I say at need 
/ fmje thee . . . marl: ! . . , / love thee ! ... in 
thy sight 

1 stand transfigured, glorified aright, 

With conscience of the new rays that proceed 
<^ut of my face towarc? thine. There’s nothing 
low 

In love, t’^ten^ove the lowest; meanest creatures 
Who love God, God accc*pts while loving so. 

.And what 1 feel, across the inferior features 
Of what I am, doth flash itself, and show 
How that great work of Love enhances Nature’s, 

Elisabeth Barrett Browning. 





■ xxxm 

IK>RPTTYR1A’S LOVER 

'j’iiE rain set early in to-night, 

I'lie sullen wind was soon awake, 
h lore ihe clnf-lops down fur spile, 

And did its worst to vex the lake : 

{ lislitJed with heart fit to break. 

When glided in Porjfiiyna ; straight 
She shut the cold out ami the storm, 

Ami kiieeled and made the cheerless grate 
lliaze up, and all tliQ, cottage warm ; 

Which (.lone, she rose, and from her form 
Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl, 

And laid her soded gloves by, untied 
Her hat and let the damp hair fall, 

And, last, she sat down by my side 
And called me. When no voice replied, 
She put my arm about her waist, 

And ma(3e her smooth white shoulder bare 
And all her yellow hair displaced, 

And, stooping, made my cheek lie there, 
And spread, o’er air, her yellow hair, 
JMurmuring how she loved me — she 
Too weak, for all her heart’s 'endeavour, 
To set its struggling'"passion free 
From pride, and vainer ties dissever, 

And give herself to me for ever. 

But passion sometimes would prevail, 

Nor could to-night’s gay feast restrain 
A sudden thought of one so pale 
For love ot her; and all in vain : 

So, she was come through wind and rain. 


of*Modefn Lyrics 

Be sure 1 looked up at her eyes 
• Happy and proud ; at last I knew 
Porphyria wcjrshipped me ; sunrise 
Made my heart swell, and still it grew 
While 1 debated what to do. 

'That lunincnt she was mite, mine, fair. 
Perfectly pure and good : I found 
A thing t(.) do, and all her hair « 

In one long yellow string I wound 
'I’hrcc times her little throat around, 

And strangled her. No pain felt she ; 

I am quite siirc^she felt no pain. 

As a shut bud that holds the bee, 

1 warily oped her lids : again 
Laughed the blue cjics tvithout a stain. 
And I lintightened next the tress 
About her neck ; her cheek once more 
Blusheil bright beneath my burning kiss : 

1 propped her head up as before, 

Only, this time my shoulder bore 
Her head, wdiich droops upon it still : 

The smiling rosy little head, 

So glad it has its uftiost wiil, *' 

That all it scorned at once is fled, 

And I,<fts love, am gained instead ! 
1k)rphyria’s love : sHe guessed not how 
Her darling one wdsh would be heard. 
And thus we sit together now. 

And all night long we. have not stirred. 
And yet God has not said a word ! 

Rqbert Brozoning. 
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- A FAREWETJ. 

: lived a S 5 nf.>[cr in France of old 

,bc lideloss dulorons midland sea. 

imi ol' sand and ruiji and Rold 

■rt' slione one woman, and none but she. 

miinu, hfe for her love’s sake fail, 

fain to iier, he bade set sail, 

n:d ianfl, and saw her as life grew cold, 

. pr.iised (jod, seeing ; and st) died he. 

prai.sing Gcd for his gift and grace ; 

.slic! bowed down to him tvecj ting, and sail 
' ; ” and her iear,s were shed on l)is face 
wer the life in his face was shed, 
jaip tears fell through her hair, and stung 
and her close lips touched him and clung 
and grew one with his lips for a space ; 

I so drew back, and the man was dead. 

ther, the gods were good to you. 

:p, and be glad whil^ the world endures. 

II content as the years wear through ; 

e thanks for life, and the loves an^ hu'cs ; 
hanks for life, O bfother, and death, 
le sweet last sound of her feet, her breath, 
fts she gave yoii, gracious and few, 

,rs and kisses, that lady of yours. 

and be glad of the gods ; but I, 

,v shall i p5;aise them, or how take rest ? 

: is not room imder all the sky 
me that know’ not of worst or best, ^ 
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Dream or desire of the days before, 

Sweet things or bitterness, any mor%. 

Love will not come to me now though I die, 
As love came close to you, breast to breast. 


I shall never be frieiids again -^ith roses I 

I shall loathe sweet tunes, where a note grown 

, '■ .'strong : ■ 

Relents and recoils, and climbs ancf closes, 

As a wave of the sea turned back by song. 
There are soiuuls where the soul’s delight takes 
fire,. 

Face to face with its own desire : 

A delight that rebels, a clesirc that reposes ; 

I shall hate sweet ratisic^iy whole life long. 


'Fhe pulse of war and passion of wonder, 

'fhe heavens that murmur, the sounds that shine, 
The stars that sing and the loves that thunder, 
'fhe music burning at heart like vvine, 

An armed archangel whose hands raise up 

All senses mixed in the^pirit’s cup « 

Till flesh and spirit are molten in sunder- — 
d'hese filings are over, and no more mine. 

These were a part of the playing I heard 

Once, ere my lo%'e and my heart were at strife ; 
Love that sings and hath wings as a bircl. 

Bairn of the wound and heft of the knife, 
l^airer than earth is the sea, and sleep 
Than overwatching of eyes that #veep, 

Now time has done wdth his one sweet word, 

1’hc Vine and leaven of lovely life. 
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T shall eo my ways, tread out my measure, ^ 
lull the days of iny daily breath 
With fugitive tilings not good to treasure, 

Do as the world doth, say as it saith ; 

But if we had hwed each other- — C) sweet, 

Had \ou lV.lt. h ing under the palms of your feet, 
I'iie lieart pf my heart, beating harder with 
pleasure ^ 

To feel ton tread it to dust and dcath--- 


Aii, hail i iioi taken my life up and given 
All that life gives and the. years let go, 

'i'he wine and honey, the balm and leaven. 

The dreams reared high ami the hopes brought 
low ? . ■ 

Come life, come death, not a word be said ; 
Should I lose you living, and you dead ? 

I never shall tell you on earth ; and in heaven, 

If I cry to you then, will you hear or know ? 

Algerjion Charles Swinburne. 


XXXV 


MARIANA 

" Mariana in the moated grange,” 

Hleastire for Measure, 

With blackest moss the flower-plots 
Were thioldy crusted, one and all ; 

The rusted nails fell from the knots 
That held the pear to the gable-wall. 
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I'he broken sheds look’d sad and strange : 

Unlifted was the clinking latfh ; 

^ Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange. 

She*anly said, “ MyiHh-' is dreary, 

He eometh not,” she said ; 

She said, “ 1 am aweary, a\»cary, 

I would that I were dc;¥l ! ” 

Mer tears fell with the dews at even ; 

Her tcaj's fell ere the dews were dried ; 
She could not look on the sweet heaven, 
hither at morn or eventide. 

After die Hitting of the. bats, 

When thickest dark fiid trance the sky. 
She drew her casement-curtain by, 

And glanced athwart the glotiming flats. 
She only said, “ The night is dreary, 
l ie Cometh not,” she said ; 

She said, “ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! ” 

Upon the middle of^he night, * 

Waking she heard the night-fowl crow : 
The cvek ^iing out an hour ere light : 

From the dark fen the oxen’s low 
C.’ame to lier : without hope of change, 
jfn sleep she seem’d to walk forlorn, 
l^ili cold winds woke the gray-eyed morn 
Aljout the lonely moated grange. 

She only said, “ The day is dreary. 

He Cometh not,” she sfiid ; 

Slie said, “ 1 am invearv, aweary, 

I would that i were degd 1 ” 
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About a stone-cast from the wali 
A sluidb with blacken’d waters slept^ 

And o’er it many, round and small, 

The cluster’d marish-mosses crept. 

Hard by a pojt’ar shook alway, '' 

All silver-green with gnarled bark : 

F(jr leagues no other tree did mark 
The levek waste, the rounding gray. 

She only said, “ hly life is dreary. 

He cometh not,” she said ; 

She said, “ 1 am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! ” 

And ever when the moon was low% 

And the shrill <vlnda were, up and away.; 
In the w'hite curtain, to and fro, 

She saw the gusty shachnv sway. 

But when the moon was very low, 

And wild winds bound within their cell. 
The shadow of the poplar fell 
Upon her bed, across her brow'. 

« She only said, V The night is dreary. 
He cometh not,” she said ; 

She said, “ I am aweary, aweaiw, 

I would tha|: I were dead ! *■’ 

All day within the dreamy house, 

The doors upon their hinges creak’d ; 
The blue fly sung in the pane ; the mouse 
Behind the mouldering w'ainscot shriek’d. 
Or from the crevice peer’d about. 

Old face^ glimmer’d thro’ the doors, 

Old footsteps trod the upper floors. 

Old voices called her from without. 
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She only said, Aly life is di-eary, 

« He cometh not,” she saic| ; 

She said, ” I am aweary, aweary, 

1 would that 1 were dead ! ” 

M'he sparrow’s chirrup on^:hc roof, 
d'he slow clock ticking, arn,! the sound 
Which to the wf)oin,g wind aloof"' 

The pojdar made, did all coilfound 
Her sense ; bttt most she loathed the hour 
■ When the thick-nioted sunbeam lay 
Athwart the chanbers, ■ and the day 
Wkib sloping toward his western Isower,. 
'i’'lien, said she, ” I am very dreary, ,, 
He will not come,” she said ; 

She' 'wept, “ lam aweary, aweary,, . ■ 
Oh God , that I were dead ! ” 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


. REMEMBRANCE 

Coim in tlie earth— -and the deep snow piled 
above thee, ■ ■ ■■ 

hNr, lar, reimnod, cold in the dreary grave ! 

Have .1 forgot, my only Love, to love thee, 

Severed at last by Time’s all-severing wave ? 

■■ 

Now, \\-hen alone, do my thoughts no longer hover 
Ova" the mountains, on that northern shore, 





' . ■ cover , 

'fhy nuhle henrt foi- ever, ever more ? 

Cold in the earth—und lilteen wild. Decembers, 
those browrjUjills, have melted into spring 
baitlthil, mdeed, is the spirit that remembers 
After such years of chunue and sufibring ! 

Sweet Love of voulh, forgive, if J forget thee, 
\MiiIe the w’orld’s title is bearing rne along ; 
Other liesircs and t>ther lu^pes lieset me, 

Dopes whii'h ohscure, hut cannot tio thee wrong 

No later light has lightened up mv heaven, 

Ko second morn has ever slione for me ; 

All my liftds bliss from thy dear life was given, 
All my life s bliss is iu the grave with thcc. 

But, whence days of golden dreams had perished 
'pu Despair was powerless to destroy j 
Then did I learn how existence could be cherished 
btrengthened and fed without the aid of joy. 

Then did I check the tears of useless p3,ssion — 
\Vcaned my young soul from yearnfng after thine 
btemly denied its burning wish to hasten 
Down to that tomb already more than mine. 

■^id, even yet, I dare not let it languish, 

Dare not indulge in memory’s rapturous pain ; 
Once drinking dgep of that divinest anguish, ‘ 
flow could I seek the emptv world amin ? 
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XXXVII » 

ROSE AYLMER 

Ah, what avails the sceptred race ! 

Ah, what the form divine I 
What every virtue, every grac^ ! 

Rose Aylmer, ail \vere thine. 

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 

A night of inemories and sighs 
I consecrate to thcj^'. 

Walter Savage Landor. 


XXXVIII 

MODERN LOVE 

1n' our ok? shij^wrecked c|fiys there was an hour, 
When in the firelight steadily aglow, 

Joined slackly, we belickl the red chasm grow 
Among the clicking coals. Our library-bower 
’fhat eve was left to us : and hushed we sat 
As lovens to whom Ihme is whispering, 
f rom sudden - opened doors jv-e heard them 
sing: , 

The noriding elders mixed good wine with chat. 

■■ ■ • It" . 
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Weil knew we that Life's .greatest treasure lay 
Wifi) ns, and of it was our talk. Ah, 5 'es ^ 
I,ove dies ! said : I never tliougbt it less, 
She yearned tu me tltut sentence to unsay. 

'i’hen vdicn llic lire doimxl l>iaekeniiig, I found 
i ler eiivek was salf^ieainst my kis.s, ami swift 
1 'p tlie sharp scale of sobs her breast did lift-— 
Kow am 1 hliunicd by that taste ! that sound ! 

George Mardilh, 


.Mark where tl'.e pressing wind shrtots javeiin-like 
Its skeleton shadow on the broad-bucked tvavc ! 
Mere is a litting sjiot to dig Love’s grave ; 

Here where tlie ponderous breakers plunge and 
.strike, 

And dart their hissing tongues high up the sand : 

in hearing of the ocean, and in sight 

Of those ribbed wind-streaks running into white. 

If 1 the death of Love hatl deeply planned, 

I never could have made it half so sjire <■ 

As by the unblest kisses V^^^hich upbraid 
The full-waked sense ; or failing that, degrade ! 
*Tis morning : but no morning can restore 
What we have forfeited. I see no sin : 

The wrong is mixed. In tragic life, God wot, 

No villain need be ! Passions spin the plot : 

We are betrayed t)y what is false within. 

George Mercdiifh 
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We saw the swallows gathering in the sky, 

And in the osi^r-isle we heard them noise. 

\Vc had not to look back on suiiiner joys, 

Or forward to a summer of bright dye : 
but in the largeness of the evening earth 
Our spirits grew as vve went side bytfeide. 

‘!‘lie iwur became her husband and my bride. 

Love, tliat had r<jbbed us so, thus blessed our 
dearth ! * 

riic pilgrims of the year waxeil very loud 
b) (iuiluiuiliimus ehutterings, as the flood 
Indl in'own came from the \\<;st, and like pale blood 
Expaniled to the upper crimson cloud. 

Love, that had robbed us of immortal things, 

'rids little moment mercifully gave, 

And still I sec across the twilight wave 

'Fhe swan sail with her tmung beneath her wings. 

George Meredith. 

« . XLl 

'ruus piteously Love closed what he begat : 

'Lhc union of this ever-diverse pair ! 

'riicse two were rapitl falcons in a snare, 
Condemned to do the flitting of the bat. 

Lovers beneath the singing sky of May, 

'They vandered once ; clear as th<?dew on flowers ; 
but they fed not on the advancing hours : 

'Their hearts held cravings for the buried day. 
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Then each applied to each tliat fatal knife, 

Deep questioning, which probe? to endless "dole 
Ah, wliat a dusty answer gels the soul 
\\ iicii hoi for certainties in this our life 1— 

In tragic hints here see what e^^erm^;)re 
Moves dark as yonder midnight ocean’s force, 
'Fhundcring like ramping hosts of warrior horse 
'I’o throw tnat faint thin' line upon the shore ! 

Georue Meredith. 


I TOOK my lieart in my hand 
(O my love, O my love), 

1 said : Let me fall or stand, 

Let me live or die, 

But this once hear me speak — 
(O my love, p my love) — 

Yet a woman’s words are weak ; 
You should speak, not I. ^ 

r ■ 

You took my heart in your hand 
With a friendly smile, 

With a critical eye you scanned, 
Then set it down, 

And said : It is still unripe, 
Betlier wait awhile ; 

Wait while the skylarks pipe, 
Till the corn grows brown. " 



* 
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As you set it down it broke — 

Broke, but I did not wince ; 

I smiled at the speech you s^ioke, 

At your judgment that I heard : 

But i*have not often smUed 

Since then, nor questioned since, 

Nor cared for corn-iiowers wild, 

Nor sung with the singing-»bird. 

1 take my iieart in my hand, 

(.) mv Ciotl, O my God, 

M.y lirokcn heart in my hand : 

’rimu hast seen, judge d'hou. 
hly hope was wriueii on. sand, 

O my Cjod, O my God : 

Now let I'hy judgment stand — 

Yea, judge me now. 


This contemncil of a man, 

I’his marred one heedless day, 
This heart take^Thou to scan 
Both within and without : 
j^ehne with fire its gold, 

Purge Thou ijs dross away — 
Yea, hold iu in Thy hold. 

Whence none can pluck it out. 



I lake my heart in my hand — 
T shall not die, but live — 
Before Thy face I stantf *, 

I, for Tliou cal lest such : 
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All that J have 1 bring, 

All that I am I give, r 

Sn^ile 'riiou and I shall sing, 

But shall not question much. 

Christina Rossi ilL 


TIlhrLAST RIDE TOGETHER' 

1 SAID — I'hen, dearest, since ’tis so. 

Since now al length my fate I know, 

Since nothing all my love avails, 

Since all, my life seemed meant for, fails, 

Since this w-as written and needs must be — 
My whole heart rises up to bless 
Your name in pride and thankfulness ! 

Take back the hope you gave, — I claim 
Only a memory of the same, 

— And this beside, if you will not blame, 

Your leave for one more last ride with me. 

My nlistress bent that b/i5w of hers ; 

Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs 
When pity would be softening through; 

Fixed me a breathing-w'hile or two 
With life or death in the balance ; right ! 

The blood replenished me again ; 

My last thought was at least not vain : 

I and my mistress, side by side 
Shall be together, breathe and ride. 

So, one day more am 1 deified. 

Who knows but the world may end to-nigli,t ? 
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Hush ! if you saw some western cloud 
All bMlowy-hosomed, over-bowed 
By many benedictions — sun’s ® 

And moon’s and evening-star’s at once— 

And so, yoii, looking and loving best, 
amscioiis grew, your passion to 
Cdoud, svinset, moonrise, star-shine too, 

Down on you, near and yet more neat, 

’fill flesh must fade for heaven was* here ! — 

Thus leant she and lingered—joy and fear ! 
llius lay she a moment on my breast. 


Then we began to ride. My soul 

Smoothed itself out, a long-cramped scroll j 

Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 

Past hopes already lay behind. 

What need to strive with a life atvry ? ; | 

Mad I said that, had I done this, | 

So might I gain, so might 1 miss. ’.r 

Might she have loved me ? just as well f 

She might have hated, can tell 1 . j 

Where had I been now if the worst befell T I 

And here we are riding, she and 1. I 


Fail I alone, in words and deeds ? 

Why, all men strive and who succeeds ? 
Wc'rode ; it seemed_ my spirit flew, 

Saw other regions, cities new, 

As the world rushed by on ei|her side. 
1 thought,— -All labour, yet no less 
Bmir beneath their unsuccess. 
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Look at the end of work, contrast 
I'he petty done, the undone vast, 

This present t)f theirs with the hopeful past, 

I hoped she would love me ; here we ride. 

What hand and br(in went ever paired ? 
What heart alike conceived and dared ? 

Wiiat act prDved all its thought had been ? 
What wall hutrfelt the fleshly screen ? 

We ride and L see her bosom heave. 
'^here^s many a crown for who can reach. 
Ten lines, a statesman’s lifg in each ! 

The flag stuck on a heap of bones, 

A soldier’s doing I what atones ? 

'Fhey scratch his name^on the Abbey-stones. 
My riding is better, by their leave. 

What does it all mean, poet ? Well, 

Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell 
What we felt only ; you expressed 
You hold things beautiful the best. 

And pace them in rhyme so, side by side. 
’Tis something, nat^ ’tis ifmch : but then, 
Have you yourself what’s best for men ? 

Are you — poor, sick, old ere your time-"- 
Nearer one whit your o\^n sublime 
Than we who never have turned a rhyme ? 
Sing, riding’s a joy ! For me, I ride. 

And you, great sculptor — so, you gave 
A score of years to Art, her slave, 

And that’s your Venus, wdience we turn 
To yonder girl that fords the burn 1 
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You acquiesce, and shall 1 repine ? 

What,^an of music, you grown grey^ 

With notes and nothing else to say, ' 

Is this your sole praise from ^ friend, 

“ Greatly his ypera strains intend, 

But in music know how faslioris end ! 

I gave my youth ; but we ride, m fine. 

Who knows what’s fit for us ? llai^faie 
Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being— had I signed the bond— 

Still one must lead some life beyond, 

Have a bliss to die with, dim-descned. 

This foot once planted on the goal, 

'I'his glory*garland round my soul, 

Could I descry such ? Try and test I 
I sink back shuddering from the quest. ^ 

Earth being so good, would heaven seem best r 
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride. 

And yet—she has not spoke so long ! 

What if heaven be that, fair and strong ^ 

At life’s best, with our eyes upturned 
■Whither life’s flower is first discerned, 

We, fix?d s(f, ever should so abide ? 

What if wc still ride on, we two 
With life for ever old yet new, 

Changed not in kind but in degree, 

The instant made eternity,- — 

And heaven just prove that 1 and she 
•Ride, ride together, for ever ri^e ? 

Robert Brownhi^. 
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CHILD’S SONG 

WiiAT^Js gold worth, say, 

W(jrth for work or play, 

’Wortli to koep or pay, 

H»>de or throw away, 

Hope about or fear ? 

What is love worth, pray ? 

Worth a teat; ? 

Golden ou the mould 
Lie the cle;^J leaves roll’d 
Of the wet woods old, 

Yellow leaves and cold, 

Woods without a dove ; 

Gold is worth but gold ; 

Love’s worth love. 

Algernon Charles Stoinburne. 


XLV 

meeting'at night 

The grey sea and the long black land ; 
And the yellow half-moon large and low 
And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery rinp^ets from their sleep. 

As I gain the cove with pushing prow, 
And quench its speed i’ the slushy satid. 
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I'hen a mile of warm sea-scented beach ; 
I'lvec fields to cross till a farm appears ; 

A tap at the pane, the quick sharj? scratch 
And blue spurt of a lighted match, 

And a voice less loud, thro’ its joys and fears, 
'fhan the tvvo hearts beating each to each ! 

Robert Browning. 

XLVI 

: ■ PARTING AT MORNING, : 

Roi.'NO the cape of a sudden came the sea. 
Arid the sun looked over the mountain s rim : 
And straight was a path*of gold for him. 

And the need of a world of men for me. 

Robert Browning. 


XLVII 

A GRfiETING « 

But once or twice we met, touched hands. 
To-c?ay between us both expands 

waste of tumblfng waters wude, — 

A tcaste by me as yet untried, 

\ ague vvith the doulit of unknown lands. 

'Fime like a despot speeds his sands : 

«• A year he lilots, a day he brands ; _ 

We walked, we talked b5''*rhamis’ side 
» , But once or twice. 
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What makes a friend ? What filmy strands 
Are tlicse that turn to iron bands ? 

What ?cnot is this so firmly tied 
That naught but fate can now divide ? — 
Ah, these are things one understands 
But on^ or twice . 

Austin Dobson. 


LOVE AMONG THE RUINS 


WiiiiRE the quict-colou;:ed end of evening smiles, 
Miles and miles 

On the solitary pastures where our sheep 
Half-asleep 

Tinkle honreward thro’ the twilight, stray or stop 
As they crop- — 

Was the site once of a city great and gay, 

(So they say) 

Of om^ country’s very capWl, its prince 
Ages since „ 

Held his court in, gathered councilsir widding far 
Peace or war. ^ 

Now, — the country does not even boast a tree. 

As you see, 

To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills 

From the hills ' 

Intersect and give a name to (else they run 

Into one) « # 
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Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires 
® Up like fires « 

O’er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall 
Bounding all, 

Made of rnasble, men might ^^larch on nor be 
pressed * 

^^velve abreast. ^ 

#■■■■. 

And such plenty and perfection, sec, of grass 
Never was ! 

Such a carpet as, this ^immer-time, o’erspreads 
And embeds 

Every vestige of the city, guessed alone, 

Stock or stone— A 

Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe 
Long ago,;, ', 

Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of 
shame 

Struck them tame ; 

And that glory and that shame alike, the gold 
Bought and sold, ^ 

Now, — thfgi sintde little turret that remains 
On tfie plains, • 

By tlie caper overrooted, by the gourd 
Ovcrscorcd, 

the patdiing liouseleek’s head of blossom 

winks 

, 'Through the chinks — 

Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient 
time 

• * Sprang sublime, 
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And a burning ring, all round, the chariots traced 
As they raced, 

And the monarch and his minions and his dames 
Viewed the games. 


And I know, while thus the quiet-coloured eve 
Sihiles to leave 

To tlieir f.jlding, all our many-tinkling fleece 
In such peace, 

Arui the slopes and rills in undistinguished grey 
A lelt a-way — 

ddiat a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair 
Waits me there 

In the turret whence the charioteers caught soul 
For the goal, 

When the king looked, where she looks now, 
breathless, dumb . 

Till I come. 


But he looked upon the city, every side, 
r Far and wide, f 

All the mountains topped with temples, all the 
glades’ II 

Colonnades, " 

All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts, — and then, 

All the men ! 

When I do come, she will speak not, she will stand, 
Either hand 

On my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace 
Of my face, 

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech 
Each on each. 
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in one year they sent a million fighters forth 
* South and North, 

And they built their gods a brazen pi^ar high 
As the sky, * 

Yet reserved a,thousand chariots in full force-— 

: ' Gold,, of course. , . 

Gl! heart ! oh blood that freezes, blood that burns ! 

Earth’s returns 

! u a- ubole centuries of folly, noise affd sin ! _ 

Shut them in, \ ^ 

Y’ith. their triumphs and their glories and the rest ! 

Love is best, <* 

Robert Brmvning, 


XLIX 

TO MARGUERITE 

Yes ! in the sea of life enisled, 

With echoing straits between us throtvn^ 
I,)otting the shoreless watery wild, 

We mortal millions live alojie. 

The istanc}% feel the enclasping flow. 

And then their endless bounds they know. 

But when the moon their hollows lights, 
And they are swept by balms of spring, 
And in tlieir glens, on starry nights, 

* ’fhe nightingales divinely sing ; 

And lovely notes, from shore to shore, 
•\c'ross the sounds and channels pour — 
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Oh ' then a lons^incj like despair 
Is to their farthest; caverns sent ; 

For surely once, they ieel, \ve were 
Parts of a single continent ! _ 

Nviow round us spreads the watery plain- 
Oh might oif" marges meet again . 

W'ho -order’d, that their longing’s fire ^ 
Should he, as soon as kindled cool d t 
Wlio renders vain their deep desire t 
(lod, a God their severance ruled I 
•\nd batie betwixt their shores to be 
'I’he unplumb’d, salt, estranging sea. 

Matihezo Arnold, 


All the night sleep came not upon my e^feiitls, 
Shed not dew, nor shook nor iniciosed a feather, 
Aet with lips shut close'and with eyes of iron 
Stood and beheld me. 

Then to me so lying awake a vision 
Came without sleep over the seas and touched me, 
minp pvelids and lips ; ana i too 
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Feet, the straining plumes of the doves that drew 
hSr, '■ ^ 

Looking always, looking with necks reverted, 

Back to" Lesbos, back to the hills whereunder 
, . ■ Shone Mitylene ; , ^ - 

Heard the flying feet of the Loves behfnd her 
Make a sudden thunder upon the waiters. 

As tlie thunder flung from the strong unclosing 
Wings of a great wind. 

• 

So the goddess fled from her place, with awful 
Sound of feet and thunder of wings around her ; 
While behind a clamour of^inging women 
Severed the twilight. 

Ah the singing, ah the delight, the passion 2 
All the Loves wept, listening ; sick with anguish, 
Stood the crowned nine Muses about Apollo ; 
Fear was upon them , 

. • 

While the tenth sang wonderful things they knew 
not. * • , 

Ah the tenth, the Lesbian ! the nine were silent, 
None endured the sound of her song for weeping 
Laurel by laurel, 

Filled all their crowns ; but about her forehead, 
Round her woven tresses and ashen temples 
While as dead snow%_ paler than grass in summer, 
* Ravaged with kisses, 

• G 
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e a lisht of fire as a crown for ever, 
almost i-he implacable Aphrodite 
ed, and almost wept ; suclui song was thatsong 
Yea, by her name too 


T saving, “ Turn to inc, my happho ; 
tufined iicr face from the Loves, she s-.nv 

1 - laughter darken immortal eyelids, 

1-leard not about her 

itlul wings ol the doves departing, 

how the bosom of Aphrodite 

iili weening, saw not her sliaken raiment, 


Saw the Lesbians kissing across their smitten 
Lutes with lips more sweet than the sound ot 
lute-strings, , , , , 

Mouth to mouth and hand upon hand, her chosen, 

„ Fairer than ail mori ; 


Only saw the beautiful lips and fingers, 

Full of songs and kisses' and little whispers, 
Full of music ; only beheld among them 
Soar, as a bird soars 

Newly fledged, her visible song, a marv^el, 
Made of perfect sound and exceeding passion, 
Sweetly shapen, terrible, full of thunders, 
Clothed with the wind’s wings.' 
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'Fhen rejoiced she, laughing with love, and 
sc:4ttered 

Kuses, awful roses of holy blossom ; ** 

'fhen the Loves thronged sadly with hidden faces 
JRouncj Apliroclite, 

9 

'i’hen the Muses, stricken at heart, wer^ silent ; 
Yea, the gods waxed pale ; such a song was that 
s(jng. 

AU reluctant, all with a fresh repulsion, 

Fled from l^efore her. 

« 

All withdrew long since, and the land was barren, 
Full of fruitless women and inusie only. 

Now' perchance, w'hen winds are assuaged at sunset, 
Lulled at the dew'fall, 

By the grey sea-side, unassuaged, unheard of. 
Unbeloved, unseen in the ebb of twdlight, 

Ghosts of outcast w'omen return lamenting, 

Purged not in Lfthe, • 

Clothed ab?)ut •wdth flame and with tears, and 
singing 

Songs that move the heart of the shaken heaven, 
Songs that break the heart of the earth w'ith pity, 
Hearing, to hear them. 

^ Algernon Charles Smnburne. 
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'i'lIE PRISONER 

Stiu- 5 l<-:t I'i^y tvf'tits know, I am not doomed to 

'\'car^arter\ear in gloom, and desolate despair ; 

A mcsscriger''of Hope comes every night to me, 

And <)lTers for sliort life, eternal liberty. 

He comes with western' winds, with evening’s 
wandering airs, 

With that clear dusk of heaven that brings the 
thickest stars. ' 

Winds take a pensive tone, and stars a tender tire, 

And visions rise, and change, that kill me with 
desire. 

Desire for nothing known in ray maturer years, 

When joy grew mad with awe, at counting future 

When, if my spirit’s sky was full oi flashes tvarm, 

I knew not whence they came^, from sun or 
thunderstorm. 

But, first, a hush of peace— a soundless calm 
descends i 

The struggle 'of distress and fierce impatience 

Mute music « soothes my breast— unuttered 
harmony 

That I could never dream, till Earth was tOSt to me. 



• « 
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Then dawns the Invisible ; the Unseen its truth 
rel^eals, » 

Mv outward sense is gone, my inward essence 
feels ; 

Its wings are almost free— its l^ome, its harbour 
found, * 

.Measuring the gtilph, it stoops and dares the final 
boiiud. 

m ■ 

Oh ! dreadful is line check — intense the agony- -- 

When tlie ear liegins to hear, and the eye begins 
to see : , 

When the }udse l>egins to throb, the brain to think 
again ; 

’I'he soul to feel the flesh, ayl the flesh to feel the 
chain. 

Yet w^^ouhl 1 lose no sting, would wish no torture 
less ; 

Tlie more that anguish racks, the earlier it will 
: bless ; 

And robed in fires of hell, or bright with heavenly 
shine, » * 

If it but herald. Death, the vision is divine. 

« 9 Emily Bronte. 


AIY^ GARDEN 

A G.tRm;N is a lovesojne thing, God wot ! 
Ro.se plot, • 

I'ringed pool, 

4 ^'cnied grot — 




* 
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'fhe veriest school 

(-)t' peace ; ;md yet <hc fool '' 

Contends that God is not — 

Not God ! in gardens I when the eve is cool ? 
Nay, but I I^ive a sign ; » 

’I'is veiT surr? God walks in mine. 

If, Tlmmm Edwani Brutni. 


LIII',- 

HOME THOUGHTS, FROM ABROAD 

Oii. to be in England, 

N(hv that April’s there, 

And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some morning, unaware, 

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are In tiny leaf. 

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In FiT^dand—now ! ^ 

And after April j Vvhen AIay follow^, - 
And tlie whitethroat budds, and all the swallows ! 
Hark, wliere my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops — at the bent spray’s 
edge — 

That’s the wise thrush ; he sings each song twice 
over, * 

Lest you should think he nether c<juld recapture 
The finsi fine careless rapture ! ' 


% * • 
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AtHii thoiurh the fields look rough with hoary Jew, 
All wiy he gay when noontide wakes anew 
llie buttercups, the little children's tkiwer-- 
Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower. 

, Robert Browfmiif. 


THE REVENGE * 


A Ballad of the Fleet 


At h'lores in the Azores Sir Richard Grenville lay, 
Ami ;t pinnace, like a llutltr’d bird, came flying 
from far away : ■ ” 

“ Spanisli ships of war at sea ! we have sighted 
fifty-three ! ” 

I’lien sware Lord 'I’linmas Howard : “ ’Fore God 
Earn no coward ; 

But I cannot meet them here, for my ships are 
out of gear, • : T , 

And the half my men are sick. I mmst fly, but 
folkm^quick. 

We are six shifts of the line ; can \ve fight with 
fifty-three ? ” 


Tlten spake Sir Richard Grenville ; “ I know you 
• are no coward ; 

You fly them for a moment to fight with them 


,1 


f 


SK 


'I'he Golden Trfamrv 


tii 


i?ut I’ve ninety men anJ more that are lyinu sick 
ashore. ^ 

1 .shouIJ comt myself tlie coward if f left tluau. 
my Lord Howard, 

d’o these Inquisition do"s and the devildoms i)f 
Spain.” 

f 3 ■ 

So fajrd llowird past away with five ships of war 
that: day, 

Till he inelted like a cloud in the silent summer 
heaveii ; , 

Ihit Sir Richard hore in hand all hi.s .sick me*n 
froni. the land 
Very carefully and slo>v, 

Men of Bideford in Devon, 

And we laid them on the ballast down below ; 

B'or we brought them all aboard, 

And they blest him in their pain that they were 
not left to Spain, 

To the thumbscrew and the stake, for the glory of 
the Lord. 

r * 

4 

He had only a hundred seamen topwofk the ship 
and to fight, 

And he sailed away from Flores till the Spaniard 
came in sight, 

With his huge sea-castles heaving upon the 
weather bow. 

Shall we fight or shall we fly ? 

Good Sir Richard, tell us now, 

For to fight is but to die ! , ^ 



* • * 
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ThcR-'ll hv little of us left by, the time this sun be 

' sei.” ■' 

And Sir Riciuird said again: “ We»be all good 
i'inglish men. 

Let us bang these dogs of Seville, the chihlrcn of 
the dcN'il, * .* ■ 

f or i never turn’d my back upon Don or devil 

yet-”'. :■ 

■ ■ '5 

Sir Riihaui sjatlu* and he laugh’d, and we roar’d 
a hnsTah, ami so • 

'Ihi^ iiuU- RiTfiny ran on sheer into the lieart of 
<!]<■ feta 

Wiilt her liuni.ired fighters cm deck, and her riinety 
.sji'k belovv ; 

for ha.lf of their fleet to the right and half to the 
left v^■erf.■ seen, 

And the little Revenge ran on thro’ the long sea- 
iiuu'- l.'etween. 


Thotj.snnds of their soldiers look’d down from 
their Seek* and laugh’d, 

Thou.sands of their seari^en made mock at the 
mad little craft 

Rmming on and on, till delay’d 

By their mountain-like San Philip that, of fifteen 
hundred tons, 

At!d up-shadowing high above us with her yawning 
tiers of guns, ■ 

the l.vreath from our sails, and. we stay’d. 


» 
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Ajid while now lise great. Sufi Philip hung above 
us lilcc a elnu;! 

Whence ihe tlnjnj--erljolt will tall ' 

Luiig aud ieud. " 

hour galic^'ii.s drew away 

b’rou'i the Sj^anislt lleet that' day. 

And. tv\i.. iiisbii nhe larboard and two uporf tin. 
starl'.onrd l.iv, 

And ihc Iiiutlc-shinider broke tbini tlteio all. 


I3ut anon the great 'San Philip, .^he betlioiight 
herself and wettt 

Having that within iier tvomb that had left her 
ill content ; 

And the rest they came aboard us, and they fought 
us hand to hand. 

For a dozen times they came with their pikes and 
ittusejueteers, ** 

And a dozen time.s we shook ’em off as a dog that 
shakes bis ears « 

When he leaps from tlie' water to the land. 


And the sun went dowm, and the stars came out 
far over the^ summer sea, 

But never a moment ceased the light of the one 
and the liftv-three. r r 
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Ship after sliip, ilie whole night long, their high- 
biniilt galleons came, 

Ship after ship, the whole night IrAig, with her 
battle-thunder and flame ; 

-Siiip after shyi, the whole night long, drew back 
with her dead and her shajlie, 

ih ji- some were sunk and many were shatter’d, and 
so could fight US no more-- * 

(iod of battles, was ever a battle l#ke this in the 
world before ? 

ro 

Imr he said ‘‘ Idght on ! fight on ! ” 

Tho’ his vessel was all but a wreck ; 

And it chanced that, wheti half of the short 
summer night was gone, 

With a grisly wound to be drest he had left the 
deck, 

But a bullet struck him that wats dressing it 
suddenly dead, 

And himself lie was wounded again in tlie side and 
the head, 

And he said Fight on ? fight on ! ” * 

• *. ■ 

!« 

Ami the night went down, and the sun smiled out 
far over the summer sea, 

And the Spanish fleet with broken sides lay round 
us all in a ring ; 

Bfit they dared not touch us aga^, for they fear’d 
that we still could sting, 

So iJteywwatch’d what the end would be. 

,, , .... ■*.. 
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And we had not fought them in vain, 

But in perilous plight were we, 

Seeing lorty of our poor luindietl were slain, 

Anti half of the rest of us rnaindtl ibr life 
In tlie crash of th^ cannonades and the desperate 
strife ; r 

Auvi ihe sick men down in the Indd were most oi' 
them stark and cold, 

Aiul t!)e pikefj tvcrc ali broken or I'lent, ami the 
jrowder was ail of it spent ; 

And the masts and the rigging were lying o\t;r 
the side ; >■ 

Hut Sir Richard cried in his Iinglish pride, 

“ We h;ive fought such a light for a tiav and a 
night 

As may never he fought again ! 

We have won great glory, my men ! 

And a day less or more 
At sea or ashore, 

We die — does it matter when ? 

Sink me the ship, INlaster Gunner — sink her, 
split her in twain ! ^ 

Fall into the hands of Gotl, not into the hands of 
Spain 1 ” 


And the gunner said, “ Ay, ay,” but the seamen 
made reply ; 

“ We have children, we have wives, 

And the Lord hath spared our lives. 

We will make the Spaniard promise, if we yield, 
to let us go ; ‘ ♦ 

¥ 
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We jihali live to fight again and to strike another 
hk)\v'.” 

And the lion there.lay dying, and thty yielded to 

the foe. 


And the stately Spanish meif to their flagship 
bore him then, 

Where they laid him by the mast, oU Sir Richard 
caught at last, 

And (hey praised him to his face with their 
eourdy foreign grai:e ; 

Hut ]>e rose upon their decks, and he cried ; 

" ! have; foiight ftir Queen and Faith like a valiant 
man and true j , 

I have only done my duty as a man is bound to do : 

With a joyful spirit I Sir Richard Grenville die ! ” 

And he fell upon their decks, and he died. 


And they stared at the dead that had been so 
valiant and true, * * 

And had holden the power and glory of Spain 
so cheSp • 

'D iar he dared her with *000 little ship and his 
English few ; 

Was he devil or man r He w'as devil for aught 
(hey knew, 

but they sank his body with honour down into 
* tiic deep, 

Ami they mannVI the Levenifc a swarthier 
^iicii. crew. 


i W 
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.\t\d invny she sail’d with her loss and lonq'-d for 
}>er own ; , 

When a wind from the lands they had ruin’d 
awoke from sleep. 

.\u(i the water bcuan to heave and {.he weather to 
. 'r 

moan, 

Anti or ever that evening ended a great gale blew. 

And a wave like the wave that is raised by an 
eartli quake grew, 

Till it smote on their hidl.s and their sails attd 
their masts and their liags, 

And tlic whole sea plunged and fell on tlie shot- 
slntiterM navy of Spain, 

And the little Revenge herself went dtnvn by the 
island crags «■ 

'] u l'5e lost evermore in the main. 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson, 


. LV . : . 

" DARK ROSALEEN 

O MY Dark Rosaleen, ' 

Do not sigh, do not weep ! 

'Fhe priests are on the ocean green, 

They march along the deep. 

There’s wine from the royal Pope, 

Upon the ocean green ; 

And Spanisla- ale .shall give you hope, 

My Dark Rosaleen \' 

My own Rosaleen 1 ' * 





» » • 


of llodern fA'rics 95 

Shall trliul ymir heart, shall give you hope, 
S.l?all give you health, and help, and liope, 

Ah' Dark ihrsaleen ! * 

(her hiila. inul ihro’ dales, 

Have f n Kiln’d for yoiir £?ike ; 

All yesiei'vkiy J sailM \\ilh. lails 
t >ii r;\'er am.} on lake. * 

■’riie Ivmr, at Us highest jlfiod, , 

I dash’d across unseen. 

1/01 llie-.v vv.is ligl!tiuiif.r jij niy hlood. 

My Dark Rosaieen ! 

Aly fovn Roaaleen ! 

O, tiicic n\is ligiilning sn itiy hhiod. 

Red helnning iighienki thna’ my ’nh.md, 

My Dark. Rosalccn ! 

,AJi day long, in unrest, ... 

To and fn> do I move.. 

'i'he very sotil witliiii rny breast 
.Is wasted for yon, love ! 

The heart in my bosom faints 

d’o think of you,, sny Queen, * 

My life of life, my saint of saints, 

I\Iy,D,;u'k Rosaleen ! 

My own Rosaleen 1 

'Fo hear your sweet and sad complaints,, 

Aly life, niy love, my saint of saints, 

Aly Dark Rosaicen ! 

Wiie a!id pain, pain and \v<.>e, 

.Are my lot, night and noon, 

'Fo see your briglit face clouded so, 

^ i.-ike to the mournful moon.^ 

• 
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But yet uill I ro;u- ynur throne 
; Ayain in golden sheen ; 

j ’1'is ^-()h slmll reifin, shalhreij^n alftnc, 

! My Dark Rosaiecn ! 

i My corn Rosaleen ! 

; 'Tis VI Ml siiaii have the yoiden throne. 

■ vnn shall rcif/n, and reign alone. 

! My'Dark Rusaleen ! 

f )vcr views, over sands, 

; Will i ilv, for your weal : 

i Your holy delieate white hands 

I Shall girdle me witli steel. 

At home, in your emerald bowers, 
j li'rom morning's dawn till e’en, 

I You’ll pray for me, my Bower of tlowerS; 

I My Dark Rosalcen ! 

' My fond Rosaleen ! 

‘ You’ll think of me thro* daylight hours, 

? My virgin flower, my flower of flowers. 

My Dark Rosalcen I 

I could scale the blue air, 

I could plough the high hills, 

O, 1 could kneel all night in prayer, 

To heal your many ills ! 

And one beamy smile from you v • 
Would float like light between 
My toils and me, my own, my to 
My Dark Rosaleen v 
My fond Rosaleen i 
Would give- me life and soul anew. 


A second life, a soul anew, 
My Dark Rosaleen ! 



% » * 
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0, the Eme shall run red, 

With redundance of blood, , 

'Eho earth shaifrock beneath our tread, 

And llanies wrap hill and wood, 

And cfun-f>eal and slogan-c%r 
Wake many a glen serent, 
hire you shall fade, ere yon shall di#. 

My Dark Rosaleen ! 

,My own Rosaleen ! * 

The Jiulgenient Hour must first be nigh, 
lire can fade, ere you can die, 

Aiy Dark Rosaletn ! 

James Clarence Mangan. 

* 
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THE EAGI.E 

He clasps the crag tfith crooked hands ^ 
Close to the sun in lonely lands, 

Ring’4 wiilt the azure world, he stands. 

• 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls ; 

He watches from his mountain walls. 

And like a thunderbolt he falls. 

Alfred^ Lord Te7myson, 


♦ 
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"si’ALMF.R EVENING 



'rnj.; fro-i baii' ibarfu! jinnp.s ax'nsws Mic paih, 

Ai!>. 1 little iii'f’.isc t^'iat leaves its hole at eve 
Nimbies ^vith tintid vlrea<,l beneath the swath ; 
'\iv rustling steps awhile their jo.\s deeeive, 

'I’ill pass, -liird then the cricket sin^s niore sfroii' 
And ei'asshop[)crs ni iiit.'rry moods still wear 
I’he slairt nipht va-ary with their ^re^lins^ soivj. 
E'p iVons behiiid the molehill jumps the hare. 
Cheat o! his chosen bed, and i'nmi the bank 
The vtllowhainmer lliittcrs iji short fears 
From oiT its nest, hid :n the grasses rank, 

And drops again when no more noise it hears. 
Thus nature’s human link and endless thrall, 
Proud man, still seems the enemy of all. 

John Clare. 


LViffl ' 

THE HI£ART AND NATURE 

The lake is calm ; an'd, calm, the skies 
In yonder cloudless sunset glow, 

Where, o’er the woodland, homeward flies 
The solitary crow ; 

No moan the cushat makes to heave 
A leaflet rcnind her windless nest ; 

The air is silent in the eve ; 

The w'Drlcfs at rest. 
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Ail bright below ; all pure above ; 

N*) sense of pain, no sign of wrong ; 

Snve in thy hear# of hopeless love,* 

Rxjr Child of Song ! 

AVlw must tlie soul through Mature rove, 

At variance with lier general plan ? 

A stranger to the Power, whose love"* 

Sootlies all save Alan ? * 

IVhy lack the strength of nieaner creatures ? 
'Ihe wandering shtx^p, the grazing kine, 

Are surer of their simjde natures 
Than I of mine. 

For all their wants the poorest land 

Affords supply ; they browse and breed ; 

I scarce divine, and ne’er have found, 

What most 1 need, 

O God, that in this human heart 
Hast made belief so hard to grow, 

And set the doubt, th« pang, the smart , 

In all vee know — 

Why hast tifou, too, in^solemn Jest 
At this tormented Thinking-power, 

Inscribed, in flame on yonder West, 

In hues on every flower, 

Through all the vast unthinking sphere 

* Of mere material Force witljout. 

Rebuke so vehement and severe 
•To*the least doubt ? , 

• . . ■ ■ ■ 
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And robed the worhl. and hung the night, 
With silent, stern, and solemn forms ; - 
And strowi with sounds of awe, and might, 
The seas and storms ; — 

All lacking pona- to impart 
To man the stA-rcl he assails, 

But arnfd to crush him, if his heart 
(hicc douh'ts or fails ! 

To make him feel the same forlorn 
Despair, tlie Fiend hath felt ere now, 
in gazing at the stern sweet acorn 
On Alichacrs brow ? 

Edward Ridurl, firs I Earl of Lytlon. 


LIX 

TEARS, IDLE TEARS 

Tears,'' idle tears, I know hot what they mean. 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the'-eyes, 

In looking on the happy^Autumn-lields, 

And thinking of the days that arc no more. 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 
That brings our friends up from the underworld, 
Sad as the last \yj,iich reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge ; 

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. ,r 
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Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The e;?rliest pipe of' half-awaken’d birds 
To dying ears, whdi tinto dying eyes* 

'File easement slowly grows a glimmering scjuare ; 
.So sad, s<) str;-Mige, the days tha^are no more, 

» ■ 

1 )ear as remember’d kisses after deat];i, 

And .sweet as ihcjse In’ hopeless fancy feign’d* 
r>n hjis tliat are ior others ; deep a^love, 

! }eep as first love, and wild with all regret ; 
t) Death in Idfe, the days that are no more. 

* Alfred^ Lord Tennyson. 


* 
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sav the I don and the Idzard keep 
'Fhc Courts wliere Jaiushyd. gloried and drank 
deep. 

And Bahrain, lliat great Hunter — the Wild Ass 
Stamps o’er his Head, and he lies fast asleej^. 

I sonictin^es tliink that never blows so red 
The Rose as \?here some buried Caesar bled ; 

'Fhat every lhacinlh the Garden wears 
]’)ropt in it.s Jaip from some once lovely Head. 

Arul this delightful Flerb whose tender Green 
Fledges the River’s Lip on which we lean-- 
*Ah, lean upon it lightly I for y/ho kucAvs 
From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen ? 

' Edward FitzGerald. 

# ■■■■■■ 
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DREAM LAND 


^VI^ERl^ suTiless rivers weep 
'Pfieir waves into the deep, 
She sjeeps a charmed sleep 
Awake her not. 

T.ed l)y a single star, 

She came from very far 
I'o seek where shadow's are 
ller pleasant lot. 


She left the rosy morn, 

She left the holds of corn, 

For twilight cold and lorn 
And water springs. 

Through sleep, as through a veil, 
She sees the sky look pale. 

And hears the nightingale 
That sadly sings. 


Rest, rest, a perfect rest 
Shed over brow and breast ; 
Her face is toward the w'cst, 
The purple land. 

She cannot see the grain 
Ripening on hill and plain ; 
She cannot feel the rain 
Upon her hand. 
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Rest, rest, for evermore 
Upon a mossy shore ; 

Rest, rcst*at the heart’s core* 

Till time shall cease : 

S!eej:> that no pain shall wake ; 

Niuh* that no morn sfftll break 
Till joy slKtlUwertake* 

Her perfect peace. * 

Chris^na Rossetti. 


■MAY AND. DEATH 

I that when 30U tiled last May, 
Charles, there had died along with yon 
'ritrcc parts (»f spring’s delightful things ; 
Ay, and, for me, the fourth part too. 

A foolisli themght, and worse, perhaps 1 
'rherc rnu.st be many a pair of friends 
Who, arm in arm, degierve the warm 
MfK)n-births and the long evening-ends. 

80, for thoir sake, be May still May ! 

Let their new time,* as juine of old, 

Do all it did for me ; I bid 
Sweet sights and sounds throng manifold. 

Only, one little sight, one plant, 

Mojods have in ATay, that starts up green 
Have a sole streak which, so tft speak, 

Is4j;pring's blood, spilt its leaves between. 
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I’hat, they might spare ; a certain wnoil 
Might miss the plant ; their loss were^smali : 
But 1 y^’hene’er the leaf grows there, ' 

Its drop comes from my heart, that’s all. 

Robert Browning, 


Lxm 


Break, break, break, 

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea ! 
nd I would that my ''tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 

0 well for the fisherman’s hoy, 

That he shouts with his sister at play ! 

O well for the sailor lad, 

That he sings in his boat on the bay ! 

the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill ; 

&-it O for the touch 'll! a vanish’d hand. 
And the sound of a voice that is still ! 

Break, break, break, 

foot of thy crags, O Sea I 

of a day that is dead 
to me. 
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LXiV 

D4CPA.RTURE » 

f r vviK nut like your great and gracious ways, 

Du y<Mi, that have nought other^o lament, 

Never, nsy Love, re])erit * 

< )f how, (iiat July afternoon, * 

VtHi went. 0 

^^’i^h Kiuiden, unintelligil)le phrase, 

And irightenh! eye, 

Lpoi! your journey of sio many days, 

Wifhotit a ahiuie kiss, or a gocul-hyc r 
! knew, iiideed, tluit you were {jarling sunn ; 

And so we sale, vvitliin the low sun’s rays, 

Vi)u wliisperijig to me, for your voice was wcak^ 
Your harrowing praise. 

Well, it was well, 

To hear you such things speak, 

And I c«.>uid tell 

What made your eyes a glowing gloom of love, 

As a warm South-wind sombres a March grove. 
And it was like your greft and gracious wa}*Ss 
To turn your talk on daily things, my Dear, 
Lifting thS luminous, pathetic lash 
To let ilic laughter ilash,* 

Whilst I drew near. 

Because, yo’u spoke so low that 1 could scarcely 
■ hear. • 

But all at once to leave me at the last, 

N]t>re at the wonder than the loss^aghast, 

With, huddled, unintelligible phrase, 
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And go yoiir journey of idl days 

With nol one kiss, or a good-bye, * 

And the onfy loveless look the look v/ith \vhich 
you pass’d : 

’'I'wiis all unlike ynir great and graeie'us ways. 

' Corenfrv Patmore. 


REQUlE3CA'r 


Htkkw on her roses, roses, 

And never a spray of yew ! 
in quiet she reposCvS ; 

Ah, would that I did loo ! 

Her mirth the world required ; 

She bathed it in smiles of glee. 
But her heart was tired, tired, 

And now they let her be. 

r, . 

Her life was turning, turning, 

In mazes of heat and souirJ. ' 
But for peace her soul was yearning, 
And now peace laps her round. 

Her cabin’d, ample spirit, 

It flutter’d and fail’d for breath. 
To-night j,t doth inherit 
The vastv hall of death. 
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Calm is the moyn without a sound, 

Calm a^to suit a calmer nrief, 

And only thro’ the faded^ieaf 
The chestnut pattering to the ground j 

Cairn and deep peace on this high*wold, 

And on these dews that drench the fursic, 
And all the silver^ gossamers 
'I’hat twinkle into green and gold : 

Calm and still light on yem great plain 

That sweeps with all its autumn bowers, 
And crowded farms and lessening towers, 
To mingle with the bounding main : 

Calm and deep peace in this wide air, 

These leaves that redden to the fall ; 

And in my heart, II calm at all, * 

If any calm, a calm despair : 

* • 

Calm on the seas, and silver sleep, 

And waves tliat sway themselves in rest, 
And dead calm in that noble breast 
Which heaves but with the heaving deep. 

• Alfred, I^rd Tennyson. 
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LXVII ' , 

'HIE PORTRAIT 

I’ms is her picCarc as she was ; 

It seems a thi’hg to wonder on, 

As thoifgh mine image in the glass 
Should tarry when myself am gone, 
i gaxe until she seems to stir. 

Until mine eyes almost aver 

That nenv, even now, jhc sweet lips part 
'To breathe the words of the sweet heart 
Anti yet the earth is over her. 

Alas ! even such the thin-drawn ray 

'I'hat makes the prison-depths more rude,- 
The drip of water night and day 
Giving a tongue to solitude. 

Yet only this, of love’s whole prize, 

Remains ; save what in mournful guise 
Takes counsel with my soul alone, — 

S,ave what is secret und unknown, 

Below' the earth, above the skies. 

r 

In painting her I shr|ned her fa^ffe 
’Mid mystic trees, where light falls in 
Hardly at all ; a covert place 
Where you might think to find a din 
Of doubtful talk, and a live flame 
Wandering, and many a shape whose name 
Not itself krooweth, and old dew, 

And yotir own footsteps meeting you, 

And all things going as they came, « 
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A deep dim wood ; and there she stands 
in that wood that day : for so 
"Was the still mov'cment of her hancis 
And such the pure line’s gracious flow. 

And passing.fair the t 3 fpe nnisrt seem, 
Ihiknown the presence and dream, 
she : though of herseu, alas ! ^ 

Less than lier shadow on the grass 
Or than her image in the stream. • 

'That day we met there, I and she 
One with the other* all alone ; 

Arid we were Iflithe ; yet memory 

Suildens liaise hours, as when the moon 
Looks upf>n daylight. And wuth her 
I stoo}ied t{» drink thp spring-water, 

Athirst where other waters sprang : 

And wliere the echo is, she sang, — 

My soul -another echo there. 

But w'hen that hour my soul won strength 
h'or words whose si If nee wastes and kiMs, 
Dull raindrops smf>te us, and at length 
’riiunferei^ the lieat within, the hills. 

That eve 1 spoke those nvords again 
Beside the pelted window-pane ; 

And there she hearkened what I said, 

With under-glances that .surveyed 
The empty pastures blind with rain. 

% 

Next clay the memories ot these things, 
41.tke*leaves through which a bird has flown, 
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Still vibrated with Lo\'c’a warm wings ; 

Till ] must make them all my own 
And paint this picture. So", ’twixt ease 
Of talk and sweet long silences, 

She stood ai^ong the plants in- bloom 
At wimlows Qf a summer room, 

To l'ei|.isn the shadow of the trees. 

And us .1 wrought, while all above 
And all around was fragrant air, 

In the sick burthen of my love 

It scetned each sun -thrilled blossom there 
Beat like a heart among the lea%'ea. 

() heart that never beats nor lieaves, 

In that one darkifess lying still, 

What now to thee my love’s great will 
Or the fine web tire sunshine weaves 

For now doth daylight disavow^ 

I’kose days — nought left to see or hear . 
Only in solemn whispers now 

At night-time these 'ihings reach mine ear *, 
When the ieaf-shadow's at a breath 
Shrink in the road, and all the heath, 

Forest and water, far and wide, 

In limpid starlight glorified, 

Lie like the mystery of death. 

Last night at last I could have slept, 

And yet “decayed, my sleep till dawn, 

Still wanderfngl Then it was I wept : 

” For uittprafies -I came upon' ■ ' 
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M'hnse silades where once she walked with me, 
And^^is' I stood there suddenly, 

All wan with titiversing the night*, 

Upon the desolate verge of light 
Yearned louj^i the iron-bosomed sea. 


■Even so, where i leaven holds breath ^nd hears 
The beating liearfor Love’s owy Irreast, — 
Where routnl tlie secret of all spheres 
All angels lay their wings to rest,-— - 
How shall niy soul stiind rapt and awed, 

When, by the new birth borne abroad 
dlnotiglntiil the music of the suns, 

It enters its iier soul at onec 
And knows t))e silence there for God ! 


Here with her face doth memory sit 
Meanwhile, and wait the day’s decline, 

'nil other eyes shall look from it, 
i-iyes of the spirit’s Palestine. 

Even than the old gaz«? tenderer : ♦ 

While hopes and aims long lost with her 
StandVousd her image side by side, 

Like tombs of pilgrirfls that have died 
About tlie Holy Sepulchre. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
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THE SCHOLAR-GiPSY 

■ ■■■ ■ 1 ■■ 

CiSo, for they call you, shepherd, from the lull ; 

Gf5, shepherd, and untie the \vatilcd cotes ! 

No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed, 

Nor let thy* bawling fellows rack their throats, 
Nor the cropp’d herbage shoot another heath, 
hut when the flelds are still, 

And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest. 
And only the white sheep are sometimes seem 
Cross and recross the strips oi’ moon-hlanch’d 
green, •* 

Come, shepherd, and again begin the quest ! 

Here, where the reaper was at work ffl' late— 

In this high field’s dark comer, where he leaves 
His coat, his basket, and his earthen cruse, 
And in the sun all morning binds the sheaves, 
Then here, at noon , comes back his stores to 
use^ — 

Here will I sit and wait, 

While to my ear froin uplands fiu* away* 

The bleating of the folded flocks is borne. 
With distant cries of reapers in the corn — 

All the live murmur of a summer’s day. 

Screen’d is this nook o’er the high, half-reap’d field, 
And here till rundown, shepherd ! will I be. ^ 
Through the thick corn the scarlet poppies 
peep, 
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Aiui rouiui j^rccn rooia and yellowing stalks I sec 
Pali' pink eonvolvnliis in tendrils creep ; 

And air-swept lindens yield •* 

'Fheir scent , and rnstle down their perfumed 
showens 

Of hlnnm on the bent grass %here 1 am laid. 
Ami bower me from the ^August sun with 
slnule ; 

And tht' eye travels down to Oxfo^fl’s towers. 

Ami near me on the gras.s lies Glanvil’s book - 
tome, let me n-aii iht; oft-read tale again '■ 
d'iie stisrv of the t)\ford scholar poor, 
f H' pregnant parts ami (jniek inventive brain, 
\Vjio, tired oi' knoi'king at preferment’s tloor, 
t)ne smnmer-morn hTrsook 
1 iis friends, and went to learn the gipsy-lore. 
Ami roam’d the world with that wild brother- 
hood, 

And came, as most men deem’d, to little good, 
Bn! came to Oxford and his friends uu more. 

But once, years after, in tife country-lanes, * 

'Pwo scholars, whom at college erst he knew, 
iSlet IriTn, ry^d of his way of life enquired : 
■^Vltereal he answer’d, th?it the gipsy-crew, 

His n tales, had arts to nde as they desired 
'Phe wTtrkings of men’s brains, 

And they can hind them to w'hat tlioughts they 
' will.. 

And I,” he said, “ the secret of their art, 
When fully iearn’d, will to the world impart ; 
Bnju^it n^jeds heaven-sent moments for this skill.” 
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This said, he left them, and return’d no more. 

Tut rumours hung about the country-side, 

That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray. 
Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied, 
In hat of anticjiue shape, and cjoak ot giO} , 

'['he sanic%e gipsies wore. 

Shepherds had met him on the Hurst m spring r 
At some lone alehouse in the Berkshire moiirs 
(.}n the i^'ann ingle-bench, the smock-n ock d 
boors , 

1 lad found him seated at their entering, 

But ’mid their drink and clatter, he would liy. 

And I myself seem half to know thy looks, . ^ 
And put the shepherds, wanderer! on thy 

trace ; r i i t 

And boys who in lone wheatnelds scare the 

rooks . 

I ask if thou hast pass’d their quiet place ; 

Or in my boat I lie 

Moor’d to the cool bank in the summer-heats, 

’Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine 
And watch the warm, green-muttled Lumner 

hills, 

And wonder if thou haunt’st their shy retreats. 

For most, 1 know, thou lov’st retired ground 1 
Thee at the ferry Oxford riders blithe, 

Returning home on summer-nights, have met 
Crossing the tripling Thames at Bab-lock-hilhe, 
Trailing in the cool stream thy fingers wet, 
As the punt’s rope chops round 
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Ami Icanint^ biK'.kwanl in a pensive dream, 

AjiiJ foatcrinsj; in tliy lap a heap of Mowers 
Pluck’d in shy fields and distant sWychwood 
; bowers, 

Ami tliinc ey^^s resting on the moonlit stream. 

And ilien tltey land, ami tluni ar?.seen no more ! — 
Ahdd.ens, wb.o from the distant hamlets come 
'To dance around the I'yHeld ehi^ in Afay, 

Oft ihroiivih the darkenint; fieUls have seen thee 

r(:'»am,. ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

Otmavisa a stile into, the public \vay. 

Oft thou hast given tlietti store 

Of tlovvers; --tlie frail-leaf’d, white anemony. 

Dark bluebells drenchM with dews of suntmer 


But none hath words she can report of thee. 

And, above Goclstow Bridge, when hay -time’s 
here 

In June, and many a scythe in sunshine flames, 
Men who through those wide fields of Ifreczy 
grass 

Where bFack'^ving’d swallows haunt the glitter- 
ing 'Phames, * 

To batiic in the abandon’d lasher pass, 

Have often passM thee near 
Sitting upon the river bank o’ergrowuv:; 

Alark’d thine outlandish garb, thy figure spare, 
* Thy dark vague eyes, anti soft abstracted air — 
But, when they came from bathing, thou wast 
« gone ! 
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At some lone homestead in the Cumner hills, 
Where at her open door the housewife darns. 
Thou ^last been seen, or hanging on a gate 
To watch the threshers in the mossy Inirns. 
Children, who early range these slopes and 
late 

For cresses from the rills, 

Have known thee eying, all an April-duy, 

The sponging pastures ami the feeding kine ; 
/\ml mark’d thee, when the stars come out 
and shine, 

'riirough the long dewy grass move slow' away. 


In autumn, on the skirts of Bagley Woftd - - 
Where most the gipsies by the turf-edged way 
Pitch their smoked tents, and every bush you 
see 

With scarlet patches tagg’d and shreds of grey, 
Above the forest-ground called Thessaly — 
'Phe blackbird, picking food, 

Sees thee, nor stops his meal, nor fears at all ; 
So often has he kmf^vn thee past him stray. 
Rapt, twirling in thy hand a wither’d spray, 
And waiting for the spark from jieaVen to' fall. 



And once, in winter, on the causeway chill 
Where home through flooded fields flwt- 
travellers go, 

Have I not pass’d thee on the wooden bridge, 
Wrapt in thy^loak and battling with the snow, 
Thy face to'w’rd Hinksey and ils wintry ridge ? 
And thou hast climb’d the hill, - 
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And gainM the \\liite brow of the Ctimner range ; 
'lY'ifn’d oiKc to watch, while thick the snow- 
flakes fall, » » 

'I'lie line of festal light in Clirist-Church hall 
'riicn soughi thv straw in some scunestor’d 
urange. 

Hut -uhal -1 dreatn I 'I’wo hundred years arc 
flown . 

SitH'e first thy story ran through Oxford halls, 
And tlie grave (ilaiivil did the tale inscribe 
That thou Wert wadderM from the studious 
■ walls 

'Ho leant strange asts, and join a gipsy-lribe ; 
And thou frotri earth»art gone 
latng since, and in some quiet clnirchyard laid — 
Some country-nook, where o’er thy unknown 
■ grave 

Tall grasses and wliife flowering nettles wwve, 
rtuier a dark, red-fruited yew-tree’s shade. 

— No, no, thou, hast not lelt the lapse of hoflfrs ! 
For what wears out the life of mortal men ? 

’'Fis that jfe'otti cliangc to change their being 
rolls; 

’'Fis titai reixvcited shocks, again, again, 

INh. liisi tite energy of strongest souls 
Anti nuiaiv the elastic povvers. 

I’ill Iiaving iisetl (jur nerves with bliss and teen, 
* And tired upon a thousand sjjhemes our wit, 
'Fo the juvsi -pausing (jenius we remit 
Oi^r w'lAirn-out life, and are — what we have been. 
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Thou hast not lived, why should’st thou perish, 
so ? ■ , ' ■ ■ O'. 

Thou hfidst one aim, one business, one desire : 
Else wert thou long since number’d with the 
dead ! ^ 

Else hadsl thou^ spent, like other men, tliy lire ! 
ThejteneratKSns of thy peers are fled, 

And we ourselves shall go ; 

But thou |r)sscssest an immortal lot, 

And wc imagine thee exempt from age 
A'ud living as thou liv’st on Glanvirs page, 
Because thou hadst—wkat we, alas 1 have not. 

For early didst thou leave the world, with powers 
1 'rcsh, undiverted tO the world w'ithout, 

Firm to their mark, not spent on other things ; 
I'ree from the sick fatigue, the languid doubt, 
Which much to have tried, in much been 
baffled, brings. 

O life unlike to ours ! 

Who fluctuate idly without term or scope, 

' Of whom each strivCs, nor knows for what he 

strives, 

And each half-lives a hundred jfllffejrent lives ; 
Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope. 

Thou waitest for the spark from heaven 1 and we, 
Light half-believers of our casual creeds, 
n W*ho never deeply felt, nor clearly will’d, 

, Whose insightrnever has borne fruit in deeds, 

Whose vague resolves never have been fulfill’d ; 

, ' ' E'er whom each year we see 

r * ^ r 
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nt'w in'giniiinpjs, ilisappointments new ; 
\V4 k> iiosiiutc anti falter life away, 

Anti Imhc io-nn«-rfj\v the ground won to-day-" 
Ah ! do nut we, vva.nderer ! await it too ? 

■^es, \u: await it I ■ -Init it still t^^ays, 

And then we sidfer ! aiul amongst uSi/mc, 

Who niosi has suiTer’d, takes dejcctetiiy 
His seat uj^on the isitellectual thrtfne ; 

Ala! all his store cff sad experience he 
f-ays liare of wretched days ; * 

Tclis ns his inist-ry's hirth and grovvtli and signs, 
AskI husv the dsing spark tif iiopc was fed. 
And how the breast was soothed, and how the 
heati, » 

Attd ail his hourly varied anodynes. 

This for our wisest ! and tve others pine, 

And wish the loisg unl'sajipy dream wt)uld end. 
And waive ail claim to bliss, and try to bear ; 
With close-lipp’d patience for our only friend, 
Sad patience, too nt%r neighbour to degpair — 
Hut none has hope like thine ! 

'Thoti throu|jh the fields and through the woods 
dost stray, • 

Roaming the country-side, a truant hoy, 
Xursina: <hy project in unclouded joy, 

And every doultt long blutvn by time away, 

0*bnrn in <iays when wits were fresh and dear, 
And life ran gaily as the sparkling Thames ; 
^left'^rc this strange disease of modern life, 
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Ilioii hast not lived, why shoiikPst thou perisln 

Thou hadst one aim, one biisiness, one desire • 
ilse wert thou long since number’d with the 
dead ! ^ ^ 

Else hadst thou^spent, like other men, thy fire * 

1 he^gcmerations of thy peers are fled, “ 

And we ourselves shall go ; 

But thou p:)ssessest an immortal lot, 

And we imagine thee exempt frorn age 

And hwng as thou liv’st on Glanvil’s paoe 

Because thou hadst~-wkat Ave, alas ! have not. 

For early didst thou leave the world, with powers 
i UsJi, undiverted tf. the world without 
iurm to their mark, not spent on other things • 

I ‘lom tile sick fatigue, the languid doubt! 

U' Inch much to have tried, in much been 
baffled, brings. 

O life unlike to ours ! 

\^ho fluctuate idly without term or scope 
Of whom each strives, nor knows for what he 
strives, 

tryA”^ each half-lives a hundred ^flitfdfent lives • 
^\ho wait like thee, bet not, like thee, in hope. ’ 

^ ^^^f-l^elievers of our casual creeds, 

Who mever deeply felt, nor clearly will’d 
A^hose msighf^ever has borne fmit in deeds' 
Whose vague resolves never have been fulfill’d * 
For whom each year we see « ’ 
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iirecds new beginnings, disappointments new ; 
hesitate :in<.l falter life away, 

And lose in-inrAi'row the ground won to-day — ■ 
Ah ! do not we, wanderer ! await it too ? 

Yes, W<J await it !---l)iit it still (j,eTays, 

Aiul then we sufler ! and amongst us-^me. 

Who most lias siiH'er’d, takes dejectedly 
llis seat upon the iniellcctual thrrtne ; 

And all his store of sad experience he 
Jaiys hare of wretched ilays ; ’ 

1 ells us liis misery’s birth and growth and signs, 
And Itow tlic dying spark <tf liope was fed. 
And how the breast was soothed, and liow the 
liead, , 

And all his hourly varied anodynes. 

This tor our wisest ! and we others pine, 

And wish the long unhappy dream would end, 
And w'aive all claim to bliss, and try to bear ; 
With close-lipp’d patience for our only friend, 
Sad patience, too nelr neighbour to”deipair — 
But none has hope like thine ! 

Thou throu^di the fields and through the woods 
dost, stray, • 

Roaming the country-side, a truant boy, 
Nursing thy project in unclouded joy. 

And every iloubt long blown by lime awity, 

O*born in days when wits were fresh and clear, 
And life ran gaily as the sparkling Thames ; 
«Befoj[-e this strange disease of modern life. 
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With its sick hurry, its disided aims, 

Its lujads o'ertax’d, its palsied hcar'^s, tvas 

rite . e. ■ 

Idy hence, our contact fear ! 

Still !ly, plunu;^! hov,-erin_u: wood ! 
Averse, as llido did with gesture stern 
^’roin iier false friend’s apjn'oach in Hades 
: turn , 

Wave us away, and keep thy solitude ! 

Still n?irsing the mu;ou(jacrahle hope. 

Still clutching the invioktble shade. 

With a free, onsvard impidse hrushinixthrfnnrh, 
By night, the sihaa'M branches of the glade - 
Far on the forest -skirts, where nojie pur.siie, 
On some mild pastt)ra] slope 
Emerge, and resting cjti the moonlit pales 
Freshen thy dowers as in former years 
With dew, or listen with enchanted ears, 
From the dark dingles, to the nightingales ! , 

But fly pur paths, our fe)i^erish contact fly 1 
For'strong the infection of our mental strife, 
Which, though it gives no bliss, ^yct spoils 
' 'for 'Test 

And we should wdn thee from thy own fair life, 
Like us distracted, and like us unbicst. 

Soon, soon thy cheer would die, 

Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfix’d thy 
powers, 

And thy clesp' aims be cross and shifting made ; 
And then thy glad perennial youth wmiild fade, 
Fade, and grow old at last, and die like oxmu 
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i hc*ii ily onr greetings, fly our speech and 
» smiles ! 

-As some grave Tyrian trader, frofli the sea, 
i Jescried at sunrise an emerging pi'ow 
Lifting the c«iol-hair’d creeper5i stealthily, 

1 he tringes of a, southward-lacing brow 
Among the /Egman isles t 
And saw the nierry ( Irecian coaster come. 
Freighted with amber grapes? and Chian 
wine, 

Creen,_ bursting figs, and tunnies steel’d in 
[trine - 

And knew tlie intruders on his ancient home, 

ilu; young light-hearted masters of the waves — 
Anti snatch’d his rudder, and shook out more 
sail ; 

^-And day and night held on indignantly 
O’er the blue Midland waters with the gale, 
Betwixt tlie Syrtes and soft Sicily, 

To where the Atlantic raves 
Outside the western straits ; and unbent sails 
There,, where down cloudy cliffs, through 
shects^of foam, ^ 

Shy traflickers, the dark Iberians come ; 

And on the beach undid his corded bales. 

Matthew Arnold, 
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THYRSIS 


A AIonody, t(y commemorate the author’s friend y 
ARTHUJi iluGH CihuGHyWho died at Floreme, 1861. 


How changeti is here each spot man makes or fills ! 
In tile two Hinkseys nothing keeps the same ; 

'Fhe village street its haunted mansion lacks, 
And from the sign is goate Sibylla’s name, 

And from the roofs the twisted chiraney- 
stacks™ 

Are ye too cln\j:iged, ye hills ? 

See, ’tis no fimt of unfamiliar men 
I'o-night from Oxford up your pathw'ay 
strays ! 

Here.came I often, often, in old days— 
Thyrsis and I ; we still had Thyrsis then. 


Runsjt not here, the tr^;k by Childsworth Farm, 
Past the high Avood , to where the elm -tree crowms 
The hill behind whose ridge ^the sunset 
flames ? ^ 

The signal-elm, that looks on Ilsley Downs, 
The Vale, the three lone weirs, the youthful 
Thames ? — 

This winter-eve is warm, 

Humid the air ! leafless, yet soft as spring, 

The tendcR-purple spray on copse and briers ! 
And that sweet city with her dreaming spires, 
She needs not June for beauty’s heighteniy^g, 
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i-ovcly ull times she lies, lovely to-night ! — 
<')nlv»,_niet}iinks, some loss of habit’s power 
iietalls me wtaidering through ''this upland 
dim. 

Once p;iss\i»I blindfold here, any liour ; 

Xuw soil loin come I, since^I came with him. 
_d1)at single elrn-tree bright 
Against rhe west— 1 miss it ! is it gone r 

prized it dearly ; while '»it stood, we 
said, 

f h.ir irieiul, the Gipsy-Scholar, was not’deat! ; 
^Maie the tree lived, he in these fields lived on. 

i Of) rare, too rare, grow now my visits here, 

Ihi! onee I knew each %ld, ‘’each liower, each 
stiek ; 

^ And with the country-folk acquaintance made 
H\ barn iii il)reshing-tirne, by new-built rick, 
i Icre, t.x,., our shepherd-pipes w^e first assay’d. 
Ah me ! this many a year . 

Aly pipe is lost, my shepherd’s holiday ! 

Needs must I lose <hem, needs with heavy 
heart * 

Into the Avorld and wave of men depart ; 

But 7 ’hyrsis^jf his own*will went away. 

it irk d him to be here, lie could nbt rest. 

He loved each simple joy the country yields, 

He loved Ins mates ; but yet he could not 
keep, 

for that a shadow lour’d on th# fields, 

Here witli the shepherds and the silly sheep. 

* Sofne life of men unblest 
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He knew, which made him droop, and fill’d ifis 
head. 

He wen-1 ; his j)iping took a troubled sound 
<->1 stonns that rage outside our happy tiround 
He couki not wait their passing, he is dead. 

So some tempestuous morn in early Tune, 

When the year’s pi'imal burst of bkK)m is o’er 

^ i>ef Ole the roses and the longest day— - 

hen garden-walks and all the grassy fior,r 
Witli Idossoms red and while of fallen May 

^ And chestnut-fiowers are stixnvn 

bo have I heard the cuckoo’s parting cry 
from the wet field, through the vext 'garden- 
trees, 

Come with the volleying rain and tossing 
breeze : 

The bloom is none, and with the bloom go I ! 

Too quick despairer, wherefore wilt thou go .? 

^oon will the high Midsummer pomps come 
on, 

Soon will the rmisk carnations break and 
swell, 

^^’^^.g«l^-tiusted snapdragon, 

" A^nd <^ottagc-smell. 

And stocKS in fragrant blow ; 

Roses that down the alleys shine afar 

And open, jasmine-muffled lattices' 

trSr^! 

And thc^full moon, and the white evening. 
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i If licarkcns not ! ]j”;ht; coiner, he is ilown ! 

matters it ? next year he will return. 
And we shall have hint in the s^vect spri 


spring- 


aava 


With wi)itei4in,t; hetl^es, and uncruinpling fern, 
And Mne-hells trembling b;^ the forest-ways. 
Anti seciit of hay ncw-nR.>vrn. ^ 

But 'rhyrsis never m<n*c we swains shall see ; 
See him come back, and cut a .vnoothcr reed, 
Aiui blow a strain the world at last shall heed-'- 
Bor 'rime, not tbrvdon, hath conquer’d thee ! 


M.kr, for t'oiydon no rival now i — - 
Bui u'uen Sicilian shepherds lost a mate, 

Souse good survivor -with his fltite Would go, 
Bijiing a ditty satl for Bkm’s fate ; 

And cross the iinpermitted ferry’s flow, 

Am! relax Pluto’s brow, 

And make leap up with joy the beauteous head 
Of Proserpine, among whose crowned hair 
Are flowers first open’d on Sicilian air. 

And flute his friend, like Orpheus, from the dead. 


O easy access to the hearer’s grace 
Wdicu J)brii!» sheplicrds sang to Proserpine ! 

For she herself had ti*od Sicilian fields. 

She knew the Dorian water’s gueh divine. 

She knew each lily white which Enna yields, 
Each rose with blushing face ; 

She l(wed the Dorian pipe, the Dorian strain. 

* But ah, of our poor Thames .^le never heard ! 

Her foot the Cumner cowslips never slirr’d ; 
Aiji,! wejihouid tease her wflth our plaint in vain i 
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Well ! wind-dispersed and vain the words will he, 
"i ct, Thyrsis, let me give my grief its hour 
In the nld haunt, and find our tree-t()i>T)’d 
hill ! ■ , - 

Who, if not I, for questing here hath power ? 

1 Imow the \>ood wliieh’ hides the dalTodil, 

I know thc'Fyfield tree, 

1 know 'what white, what purple fritiliaries 
The grassy harvest of the river-fields. 

Above by .Enshain, down by HandfortI, yields, 
Audi A\hat sedged brooks are HI. Iianics''s tribu- 
taries ; 

I know these slopes ; who knows them if not 1 ? — 
But many a dingle on the loved hill-side, 

W ith thorns once studded, old, white- 
Idossom’d trees, 

\\ here thick the cowslips grew, and far descried 
High tower’d the spikes of purple orchises, 
Hath since our day put by 
The coronals of that forgotten time ; 

Down each green bank hath gone the plough- 
boy’s team, 

And only in the hidden brookside gleam 

Primroses, orphans of the flowery prune. 

boatman’s door, 
Above the locks, above the boating throng, 
Unmoor d our skiff when through the 
Wytham flats. 

Red loosestrife and blond meadow'-sweet among 
swallows and light water-gnats, 
We ti'ack’d the shy Thames shorp ? 
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Whfje iinr the tuemers, ^vh(), ;)s the liny 
( >|dfur boat passiiyy heaNcd the river-grass, 
Shiod willi .suspended scyt!ie to see ns puss ?-~ 
I'ifcy aii arc gone, and thou art gone as well ! 

t es, tlioii an gone; ! and rouisd me loo die night 
in cViU'-ne.irinri ein-Ie vreaws her shadcy 
I see her veil dnsw soil aeross die disy, 

I feel Sit'r slowly elo'ihiig lu'e.ith in’#;tde 
'I Ih,‘ I’heek grovu! ihin, llie In’oun hair sprent 

I hud luer linger h.irht 

i -■.ud i.qsin lire’s h(.ui(.llong train ; - 

the ii.*sr, pnanpr to tneel the niorrting 
dew,. ^ ^ 

'The heart. k‘s.s lujniiiling at ernotifni new, 

And hopeg oncu; crush’d, iess quick to spring 

again. 

Aiui ioj-jg the way a.ppears, wliicii seem’d so short 
tlte less j'inictised eye of sanguine youth ; 
Ain! high the mountilin-tops, in cloiuiys'tir, 
'.I’he monntain-lops where is the throne o.f 
'.iVutl]^ 

'lops in life’s nio,rnmg~snn .so bright and 
hare! 

Unbreachablc die fort 
Of the loiig-batter’d worlti uplifts its wall ; 

And strange and vain the earthly turmoil 
:♦ . grows, : ■ ’ ■ 

And near and real the eharm'^if thy repose, 
Aii^i ni^ht as welcome as a friend would fall. 
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Butlmsh! the upland hath a sudden loss 

Of quiet !--Look, adown the dusk hill-!|ide, 

A troop ot Ox-ford hunters going home, 

As m old days, jovial and talking, ride i 
from hunting with the Berkshire hounds they 
come, 

Quick ! letiune %, and cross 
Into jpn farther field !-~-Tis done ; and see. 


I take the omen ! Eve lets down her t'eil, 

i he white fog creeps from hush to bush ahonr 
he west unllushes, die high stars grow bright 
And m the scatter’d farms the lights come out. ’ 
1 cannot reach tlie signal-tree to-night 
iet, happy omen, hail ! ’ ’ 

Hear it from thy broad lucent Arno-^-ale 
(l^or there thine earth-forgetting eyelids keep 

TT ^1 and unawakening sleep 

Under the flowery oleanders pale), 

Hear it, O Idiyrsis, still our tree is there ! 

1 English fields, dtis upland dim, 

i hese brambles pa,e with mist engarlanded, 
lhat lone, sky-pomting tree, are not for him • 

1 o a boon southern country he is fled 
And now in happier air. 

Wandering with the great Mother’s train divine 
(And purer or more subtle soul than thee, * 
Mother doth not see) 
Within .a folding of the Apennine, 
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lliou hearest the inmiortal chants of old !— 
his sickle to the perilous grain 

^ In me hot c<)nitiyhl of the Phrygi;yi king, 
hor thee the Lityerses-song again 
^ l oung Daphnis with his sih'er voice doth 
sing ; , . » 

_ Sings his Sicilian fold, # 

His sheep, his liapless love, his blinded eyes — 

And how a call celestial round hyn rang, 

And Iteavtaiwani froni the fouutain-hrink he 

sprang, , ^ 

Ami all the niarvel of tiie golden skies, 

I'herc thou art gone, and me thou Itaivest here 
So e in these heids I yet will 1 not despair. 

^ Despair I will not, vvhil^l yet de 
’Neath the mild canopy of English air 

1 hat lonely tree iigainst the western skv. 

Still, still these slopes, his clear, 

Our Gipsy-Scholar liaunts, outliving thee ! 

Fields where soft sheep from cages pull the 

hay, «!««•>«• 

Woods with anemoni^s In flower till iMa*^ 

Know him a wanderer still ; then why not me > 

A fogitive and jJ-acious ligl?t he^s^^ 

Sliy to illuniine ; and I seek it tcyi). 

I’his does not come with houses or \vith 
gold,' ■ ■ ■ 

Withp!ace,_withhonour,andaflatteringcre%v- 
♦ 1 IS not in the world’s market bought and 

sold-— ♦: 

^Butjhe smooth-slipping wrecks 

• K 
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Drop by, and leave its seeker still unlircd ; 
Out of the heed of mortals he is gone, 

He wends unfolknv’d, he must house' alone 
Yet on Ife fares, b)’ his owii heart inspired. 


Thou too, O 'Thyrsis, on like quest wast bound ; 

'FhoiPwanderedst with me for a little htjur i 
Men gave thee nothing ; but this happy 
quest. 

If nicn csteemM thee feeble, gave thee poiwcr. 

If men procured thee trouble, gave thee rest. 
And tliis rude Cumner ground, 

Its hr-topped Hurst, its farms, its quiet ticlds, 
Here cam’st thou in thy jocund youthful 
time, 'T- 

Here was thine height of strength, thy golden 
prime ! 

And still the haunt beloved a virtue yields. 


What though the music of thy rustic flute 
Kept not for long its'happy, country tone ; 

Lost it too soon, and learnt a stormy note 
Of men contention -tost, of men who groan, 
Which task’d thy pipe too sore, and tired thy 
throat — 

It fail’a, and thou w^ast mute ! 

Yet hadst thou alway visions of our light, 

And long with men of care thou couldst not 
stay. 

And soon vhy foot resumed its wandering Nvay, 
Left human haunt, and on alone till night. 
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i Or) rare, too rare, grow now niy visits here I 
’Afitl^ciiy-noise, nor, as with thee of yore, 

1 hyrsis ! in rjach of sheep -l^clls is my 

1)0500. 

, llien thi-ough the great town’s harsh, heart- 

Wearying I'oar, ♦ 

1-et in thy \-oico a whisper *>ften oome, 

To eha.‘r;e tatigne unci fe;ir : ’’ 

li /{V JiuntfS! lluni 1 u'andi r'd till f died. 
hoifW nil ! i Ju' Tve soui/iit js sliinbi^ 

slill. ^ 

D“sl tiiou usk pvonj f Our 'tree vet crowns the 

bill, 

Our Sekdar tmmk yet the htu;d hilLsidc 

_ Matthew Arnold. 


LXX' 

prater: AVE ATQUE .VALE 

Row us out from Desenzano, to your Sirmione 
" row ^ , 

So they row’d, and there we knded—'VO venusta 
Sirraio.lAw:,':' ■ 

There to me thro’ ail thtf groves of olive in the 
'.summer glow, . 

There beneath the Roman rum where the purple 
fiowe:rs grow, ..... 

Caine that ‘‘ Ave atque Vale ” of the Poet’s 
v,*. hopeless. rvoe,' 

1 enderest ol Roman poets nineteen hundred 
:^rars^igo, 
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“ Frater Ave atqiie Vale” — as we wander’d to 
and fro 

Gazing at the Lydian laughter of the Garcia Lake 
below,' 

Sweet Catullus’ all-but-island, olive-silvery Sirmio! 

Alfred, Lord Tennymi. 


TO VIRGIL 

Roman Virgil, thou that singest 

llion’s lofty temples robed in fire, 

llion, falling, Rome artsing, 

wars, and filial faith, and Dido’s pyre ; 

Landscape-lover, lord of language 

more than he that sang the Works and Days, 

All the chosen coin of fancy 

dashing out from many a golden phrase ; 

Thou that singest wheat and woodland, 

tiltii and vineyard, hive and hgrse and herd ; 

All the charm of all the" Muses 

often flowering in a lonely word ; 

Poet of the happy Tityrus 

piping underneath his beechen bowers ; 

Poet of the poet-satyr 

whom the '’laughing shepherd bound witlr 
flowers ; 
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C^hanicr of tlic Pollio, glorying 
in 4h(.; hlissful years again to be, 

SiinTuer.'i of the snakeiess meadow, » 
unlaboriaus earth and oaricss sea ; 

i } Hat that seest Universal , 

Xaturc moved by Universal Mind ; ^ 

Thon majestic in lliy sadness 

at the doubt lul iloom of hnman*kind ; 

Idght among tlie vanish’d ages ; 

star that gildesl yet this phantom shore ; 

Gijkien branch ainid the shadows, 

kings an<i realms lliat pass to rise no more ; 

Now thy horum roars no longer, 

fallen every purple Cresar’s dome^^ — 

Tho’ thine ocean -roll of rhythm 

sound lor ever of Imperial Rome — 

Now the Rome of slaves 4aath perish’d, 

and the Rome of freemen holds her place, 

1, from out the Northern Island 

sunder’tl once from ail the human race, 

I salute thee, Mantovano, * 

I that loved thee since my day began, 

\\ ielder ol the stateliest measure 
• ever moulded by the lips of man. 

A If red ^ Lord Tennyson. 
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I.XXII 

"THE WOODSl^C'RGE 

I’niv wind flap?')ed loose, the win'd was still, 
Shaken out dea^l from tree and hill : 

1 had rvaiked on at the wind’s will,— 

J sat now, for the wind was still. 

Between my knees niy forehead was,--- 
jMylip.s, ilrawn in, sairl not Alas ! 

Aly hair was over in the yrass, 
j\iy naked ears heard the day pass. 

Aly eyes, tvide open, hatl the run 
Of some ten weeds*ro tix iijmn ; 

Among those few, out of the sun. 

The woodspurge flowered, three cups in one. 

From perfect grief there need not be 
Wisdom or even memory : 

One thing then learnt remains to me, — 

'Fh^ woodspurge has *, cup of three. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti 


Lxxin 

f 

GRIEF 

I TELL you, hopeless grief is passionless ; 

That only men incredulous of despair, ' 

Half-taught in anguish, through the midnight ai 
Beat upward to God’s throne in loud access* 
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01 sliriokin.^ and reproach. Full desertncss 
In Ennis’* as cnuntries, lieth sileiil-bare 
l.'Uder the ])land)jn,qt vertical eve-ular^ 

Of the absolute Heavens. .Deep-hearted man, 
• ^ . c\pr<-ss * ^ ^ 

Ond lor thy Deinl in silence like to death : 

Most like a nuinuinental statue set ■» 

hi ei eriasliny watch and nun eiess woe, 

'fjll iij-eh cnnni.dc to (he dust hcneatii. 
i oneh it : the inarhle eyeliiis are not wet ; 
ll it. could Weep, it could arise and po. * 

lih^iibiih Barrcit Bnnvnfuj^^. 


LXXIV 

THE CHT OF DREADFUL NIGHT 

How- the moon triumphs througli the endless 
nights ! 

Hpw the stars throb aru^ glitter as they wheel 
Their thick processions of supernal lights * 
Around the blue vault obdurate as steel ! 

And men regat^ wjlh passionate awe and vearning 
1 he laighty marchiiig and the golden burning, 
And think the hetivens respond t(twhat they feel. 

Boats gliding like dark shadows of a dream, 

4 re glorified from vision as they pass 
The quivering mnonbridge on •the deep black 
stream ; 

Coid wiTldotvs kindle their (.lead glooms of glass 
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I'o restless crystals ; cornice, dnnie, and colnrnn 
Emerge from chaos in the splendour solemn ; 

Like faer 5 ^ lakes gleam lawns of dewy grass. 

With such a living light these dead- eyes shine, 
'Phese eves of*sightIess heaven, that as we gaze 
W e read a pity, ti^emiilous, divine, 

Or cold majestic scorn in their pure rays ; 

Fojixi man ! 7^iey are not haughty, are not tender ; 
There is no heart or mind in all their splendour, 
They thread mere puppets all their marvellous 



If we could hear them with the flight imflown. 

We should but find them worlds as sad as this, 
Or suns all self-consi!?ning like our own 
Enringed by planet worlds as much amiss : 
They wax and wane through fusion and confusion ; 
The spheres; eternal are a grand illusion, 

The empyrean is a void abyss. 

James Thomson. 


CONFESSIONS '' 

What is he buzizing in my ears ? 

** Now that I come to die. 

Do I view the world as a vale of tears ? ” 

Ah, reverend sir, not I ! 

What 1 viewed there once, what I view again 
W^here the physic bottles stand ^ 
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On the tinbie’s ed^e, is a suburb; Jane, 

^Vil!r»a wall to niy bedside hand. 

, : * ■■■% 

That lajie sloped, niuch ns the bottles do, 

’ Froni a liout'e you could dcscr)i 

O’er the ‘fi’.rden wall : is the curtain blue 
Or -j.reen to a iK'alth.y eye : .ti 

d'o suine, it serves for the old June vteather 
Blue alan'e laiid arul wall ; 

And that iartliest Irnttlc labelled “ Ether ” * 
fs tlie house oVrlopjiinp all. 

At a terrace somewhere near the stopjier, 

'I'here watched for me, oKe June, 

A j:irl ; 1 kituw, sir, it’s iiriprfiper, 

My poor iiiinil’s out of tune. 

Only, there was a wav , . , vein crept 
Close by the side, to (bxluy 

Eyes in the house, two eves except : 

They styled their hous^ “ The Lodge.” « 

What right hat? a lounger up their lane ? 

But, by creeping very close, 

With the good wall’s help, — their %yes might strain 
And stretch themselves to Oes, 

y<4t never catch her and me together, 

As she left llie attic, thei'e, « 

By tl'ie rim of the brittle labelled “ Ether,” 

Affd .slcllc from stair to stair, 
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And stood by the rose-wreathed gate. Alas 
We loved, sii--~used to meet : 

How sad -and bad and mad«it was— 

But then, how it was sweet 1 

^ Robert Brotoninu. 


_ LXXVI 

THE WOODCUTTER’S NIGHT- 

Welcome, red and roundy sun, 

_ Dropping lowly in the west 
Now my hard day’s work is done, 

I m as happy as the best. 

Joylul are the thoughts oi home, 
Now I’m ready lor my chair, 

So, till morrow-morning’s come, 
Bill and mittens, lie ye there l' 

Though to leave your pretty song, 
birds, it giyes me pain, 
let to-morrow is not long, 

Then I’m with you all again. 

If I stop, and stand- about, 

Well I kpow how things will be 
Judy will be looking out * 

Every now-and-then for me. 

So fare ye well ! and hold your tone 
Smg no irore until I come ; 

worthy of your songs 
lhat never care to drop a crumbt’ 
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All day lon^ 1 love the oaks. 

Blit, at yon little cot, 

u here I see chimney smokes, 
h« by far the prettiest 'spot . 

Wile and chiUlren all are tiiere, 

^ revive with pleasaitj looks, 

Table ready set, and chair, 

Slipper hanpiny on the hooks. 

Soon as ever I pet in, 

When itjy iapaot dowji I flinp, • 
Little p-rat tiers they bepin 
1 easiny tne to talk anti siny. 

Welcome, red and roiindy snn, 

^ Droppinp lowly iis*"die west ; 
iSo\v isty hard day’s work is done, 

Tm as happy as the best. 

Joyftil are the thonyhts of home, 

Ntnv J’m ready for my chair, 

So, till morrow-morning’s come, 

Bill and mittens?>iie ye there ! ^ 

jfoiin Clare, 


WmiC.HILL 

W.HEN sycamore leaves wer a-spreadtm 
_ Green-ruddy in hedges^ 

Bc/ide the red donst o’ the ridges, 
m A-dried at Woak Hill ; 


i 
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An’ that’s why VO ’k thought, vor a season, 

I\Iy mind wer a»wandren 
Wi’ sorrow', when I wer so sorely 
A-tried at \^^oak Hill. 

But no ; that my Aleary mid gever 
Behold hersiclf slighted, 

I wanted to think tliat I guided , 

My guide vrom Weak Hill. ■ 

WiUi*am Barnes. 


Lxxvm 


THE SANDS OF DEE 


“ O AIary, go and call the cattle home, 
And call the cattle home, 



“ Oh ! is it weed, or iish, or Boating hair — 
» A tress of golden hair, 

A drowned maiden’s hair • 

Above the nets at sea ? 


And cal! the cattle home 
Across the sands of Idee ; ” 

The westerf! wind rvas wild and dank with foam, 
And all alone went she. 


The w'estern tide crept u|? along the sand, • 
And o’er and o’er the sand, 

And ruuni and round the sand. 

As far as eye could see. " 

The rolling mist came down and Igd the land 
And never home came she. 


1 . 1 ^ 
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Was never salmon yet that shone so fair 
Among the stakes on Dee.” 


They rowe.a her in across tlie rolling foam, 

The cruel crawling foam, 

I he ci‘uel K>angry foam, 

To lier grave beside the sea : 

But stillThe boatmen hear her call the cattle home 
Across the sands of Dee. 

Charles Kingsley. 


la 



A LITTLE while, a little while, 

I he weary task is put awav. 
And I can sing and I can sm'ile. 
Alike, while I have holiday. 


Where wilt thou go, my harassed heart — 

What thought, what scene invites thee now ? 
What .spot, or near or far apart, 

Fas rest for thee, niy weary brow ? 


There is a spot, ’mid barren hill%; 

Where winter howl's, and driving rain ; 
But, if the dreary tempest chills, 

There is a light that warms again. 


The house is old, the trees are bare, 
Moonless above bends twilight’s dome ; 
But what on earth is half so dear, 

So longed for, as the hearth of home ? 
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I. he mute bird sitting on the stone, 

^ 'fhe dank moss tiripping from the wall, 

Tiu; Jhorn-trees gaunt, the walks o’ergrown, 
I love them, how i love them ail i 

Still, as 1 mused, the naked roj|m, 

The alien lirelight died away ; 

And tnnn the midst ot cheerless ghiom"* 

1 passet! to brigirt, nneloudcd day. 

A little and a lone green lane 

1 hat opened tju a enmmon wi<ie ; * 

A distant, dreasiiy, dim Idue cliain 
()} mountains circling <;ver\ side ; 

,A hejiven so clear, an eaitli so' calm,' ■■ 
So'sweet, sO'''soft,: sbiiushed an air;' 

And, deepening still the dream~Iike charm, 
Wild raoor-slieep feetling everywhere, 

Tliat was the scene, I knew it well ; 
i knew the turfy pati way’s sweep, 

That, winding o’er eacTi billowy swell, » 
Marked out the tracks of wandering sheep. 

Even as I stood with raptured eye. 

Absorbed in bliss so deep ami dear, 

A'ly hour of rest had fleeted by, 

And back came labour, bondage, care. 

• Emily Bronic. 
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r the SHRINE 

There is a ^hrine whose golden gate 
Was opened by the Hand of God ; 

It si|:ands serine, inviolate, 

Though millions have its pavement frc 
As tresli- as when the first sunrise 

Awoke the lark in Paradise. 

’Tis compassed with the dust and toil 
Of common days, yet should there fall 
A single speck, a single soil 

Upon the whiteness of its wall, 

1 he angels’ tears in tender rain 
Would make the temple theirs again. 

Without, the world is tired and old, 

But, once within the enchanted door 
1 he rnists of time are backward rolled," 
And creeds and qges are no more ; 

blit all the human-hearted meet 
In one communion vast and sweet. 

1 entery-all is simply fair, 

Nor incrnse-clouds, nor carven throne ; 
but m the fragrant morning air 
A gentle lady sits alone ; 

Toother ah ! whom should I see 
VVitnin, save ever only thee ? 

Digby Mackworih Dolben, 
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mother and son ’ 

Now slec'ps the {and of houses, *• 

and dead niglit liolds t lie stfe<34, 

And there thou Host, inv hahy, * 

and sleepest soft and sweet * ■' ’ 

Aly man is away for awliile, * 

but sate and alone wc lie 
And ,„,„e h«rcth ll,y hriatl, bul Ihv mother, 
and the moon lotdonu down from the sliv 
■ j twisle ol the town, 

jis It loolted on the. grass-edged road 
-fdl \wirnt with yesterday V sun, 
when I left my old abode ; 

Hand in haml with my love, 
that night of all nights in the vear ; 

\Vhen the nver of love o’ertlowed ’ 

5ind drowned all donl)t and fear, 

And Ave two Avere alone in the AA^orld, 
anil once it never again,* 
v\ e kncAv of the secret of earth 
and the htle of its labour and pain. 

Do amidst London T lift thee 
and hoAv little and light tliou art,* 

And thou AAathout hope or fear 
thou and hope of my heart 1 
Lo here thy body heginning, 

O son, and thy shul and thv’life f 
iiut how will it he if thou livest. 
r,Aml crest into the strife. 


* 
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And in love we dwell together 
wlien the mim is grown in fhee, 

^Vhen thy sweet speech I «liall hearken, 
and yet ’twixt thee and me 
evhail rise thi|£ wall of distance, 
that round each one doth grow, 
Andrinaketh it'diard and bitter 
each other’s thought to know ? 

Now, thei-'efore, while yet thou art little 
and hast no thought of thine own, 

J will tell thee a word of the world ; 
of the hope whence thou hast grown ; 
Of the love that once begat thee, 

{if the sorrow that hath made 
'f'hy little heart of^hunger, 
and' thy hands on my bosom laid. 

Then mayst thou rentemher hereafter 
as whiles when people say 
All this hath happened before 
in the life of another day ; 

So mayst thou dimly remember 
this tale of thy motlg;r’s voice, 

As oft in the calm of dawning 
I have heard the birds rejoice. 

As oft I have heard the storni-Tv'ind 
go moaning through the wood ; 

And I knery that earth was speaking 
and the mother’s voice was good. 

Now, to thee alone will I tell it 
that thy mo^^her’s body is fair, 

In the guise of the country maidens 
who play with the sun and the air * 
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Who I'jave stood in the row of the reapers 
in the -:\^igust afternoon, [ 

Who have sat by thti^ frozen water ^ 
in the high day of the moon, 

,Wljen the lights of tlie Christmas feasting 
\vt*re dead in the house on the hiif, 

And the wiki geese gone tf) the jialt-marsli^ 
laid left the winter still. 

'^’ea, 1 am fair, niy firstling ; ^ 

if thon couldst but remeniher me ! 
d'he jtair that thy small liand eiutcheth • 

' is irgoodly sight: to see 
'ham true, but my'fecels a snare . 
soft:; and .deep, are my eyes,. ' 

.And'they seem for nien’S'b^uiling 
■ 'fulfilled. whli;the dreams''of ilie'.'wise, 

"Kind'^aremiy 'lips, and they .look'"^ 
as. though'' my soul iiad'. learned ^ 

'. d;)eep things I. have, never heard of. .. 

% rny face and my hands are burned 
By t.he lovely: sun., of the acres ;. 
tfiree months of Ixmdon town 
And thy birth -bed have bleached them indetd, 

“ Btit lo,. .where the. edge:. of the,..g'bwni “ 

(So said', thy faiiier). is 'parting.'. ' . . 
the wrist: that is white as the 'curd 


From the brown of the hand that i^love, 
bright as the wing of a bird.” 

Such is thy mother, O firstling, • 
yet strong as the maidens of old, ^ 

Whose s]>ears and who.se swords were the warders 
of hor«este.^i, of field and of fold. 


f 
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Oft were my feet on the highway, 
often they wearied the grass ; 

From dugk unto dusk of tl^e summer 
three times in a week would I pass 
To the downs from the house on the river 
throiigh tlie \faves of the blossoming corn. 
Fair then I layriown in the even, 
and fresh I arose on the morn, 

And scareg in the noon was I weary. 

Ah, son, in the days of thy strife, 

If thy soul could but harbour a dream 
of the blossom of rny life 1 
It would be as the sunlit meadows 
beheld from a tossing sea, 

And the soul sliould look on a vision 
of the peace that isAo be. 

Yet, yet the tears on in y cheek I 
and what is this doth move 
My heart to thy heart, beloved, 
save the flood of yearning love ? 

For fair and fierce is thy father, 
and'f'soft and strange are his eyes 
That look on the days that shall be 
with the hope of the brave and the wise. 

It was many a day that we laughed, : : 
as over the ir^adows we walked, 

And many a day I hearkened 
and the pictures came as he talked ; - 

It was many a day that We longed^ . 

and we lingered late at 
Ere speech from speech was sundered, : ^ 
and my hand his hand could leavei 
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Then 1 wept when I was alone, 
and Hongcd till the daylight came ; 
And down the stairs 1 stole, 
and there was our housekeeping dame 
(No nioilier of me, the foundling) 
kindling the fire betimes "• 

■Hre the haymaking folk wentJPorth 
to thc_ meadows down by the limes ; 
All things 1 saw at a glance ; 
the quickening lire-tongues leapt * 

I hrough the crackling heap of sticks, 
and the sweet smoke up from it crept, 
And dtfse to the \ery hearth 
the low sun iloudctl the llfsor. 

And tite cal and her kittens played 
in the sun by the open dftor. 

'ilie garden was fair in the mornmg, 
and there in the road he stood 
Beyond the crimson daisies 
and the bush of southernwood* 

Then, sidef by; side ''together 


and tfie rest and sweet content i 


Son, sornjw and wisdom he taught me. 
and sore 1 grieved and learned ^ 

As we twain grew into one ; 
andfctlie heart within me burned 
With the verv hopes of his heart. 

Ah, son, it is piteorxs, 

But never again in my life 
s}r4i I <,lare to speak, io tliee thus ; 
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bo may these lonely words 
about thee creep and cling, 

These words of the lonely ^ight 
in the days of our wayfaring. 

Many a child of woman 
to-niglit is boi^ in the town, 

The d^esert of fcdly and wrong ; 
and of what and whence are they 

Many and many an one 

of wont and use is born ; 

For,ti husband is taken to bed 
as a hat or a ribbon is worn. 

Prudence begets her thousands ; 

good is a housekeeper'’s life, 
bo sluill 1 sell my bpdy 
that 1 may be matron and wife.” 

” And I shall endure foul wedlock 
and bear the children of need.” 
borne are there born of hate, 
many the children of greed. 

I, I too can be wedded, 
thou^gh thou my love hast got.” 

I am fair and hard of heart, 
and riches shall be my lot.” 

And all these are the good and th? happy, 
on whom the^world dawns fair. ^ 

0 son, when wilt thou learn 
of those that are born of despair 
As the fabled mud of the Nile 
that quickens ynder the sun 
With a growth of creeping things, 
nail dead when lust beffun ^ 


grown 




• • 


of Modern Lyrics 1 5 1 

EVn such is the care of Nature 
that man should never die, 

Thou%h she breed of the fools of the earth, 
and the dregs of tfte city stjt. • 

But thou, O son, O son, 
of very love wert born, H 
When our hope fnifiiled bred Jiope, 
and fear svas a folly outvoi-n, * 

On the eve of the roil and the battle 
all sorrow anti grief wc weighed, * 

We liopeti atui we were not ashamed, 
we knew and wc were ttot afraid. * 

Now wancth the night and the moon ; 
ah, son, it is piteous 
dliat never again in my Ijyfe 
shall 1 dare to speak to thee thus. 

But sure from the wise and the simple 
shall tlie mighty come to birth ; 

And fair were my fate, beloved, * 

BM be yet on the eartii 

^Vlien the world is awaken at last, 

and from mouth to mojith they tell 

Of thy love and thy deeds and thy valour* 

and thy ho{^ that nought can quell. ' 

WiUiam Morris, 

Lxxxn 

AIRLY BEACON 

Airly Beacon, Airly Beactfn ; 

^ the pleasant sight to see 
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While my love clmihed up to me ! 
T3eacou ; 

Uh the happv hours wc lav 
Deep m fei-i on Airly Beacoii, 

Courting tJu-oLigh the summer’s day ! 

Airlv Beacon ; 

Oh th£ M^eary haunt for me, 

All alone on Airly Beacon, 

With his .baby on my knee I 

Charles Kingsle 


LXXXIII 


THE TOYS 


My little Son, who look’d from thoimhi-fnl 
dismiss’d ^ ’ 

With hard words and unkiss’d, _ 

His Mother, who was patient, being dead 
I vished h”bet‘ hinder skep, 

But found him slumbering deen 

From hlfSSSg wet ' 

And I, with moan. 

Kissing away his tears. left others of roj own- 
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I" or, on a table drawn bessidc his head, 
fie had jut, within his reach, 

A box <ii counters an^ a red-vein’d stone, 

A piece of glass abraded by tlie beach 
And six or seven shells, 

A l^ottlc with bluebells '* 

And two hrcnch copper coins, ponged there with 
card'ul art, 

To comfort his sad heart. 

Ho when that nighi I pray’d 
i'o (md, I wept, and said : 

AJi, when at last we lie with tranced breath,* 

Aot vexing 'bhee in death, 

And thou rernernherest of what toys 

We made our joys, 

flow weakly understood, * . 

'Fhy great commanded good, 

Fhen, fatherly not less 

1 han I whom thou hast moulded from the clay- 
* I hou It leave Thy wrath, and say, 

“ I will be sorry for their childishness.” 

9 Coventry Patmore. 


OMAR’S LAAIENTi 


* Alas, Aat^Spring should vanish with the Rose ! 

^ ^ ’da-'T* ^ sweet-scented IManuscript should 

The Nightingale that in the branches sang 
Ah, wi^ericerand whither flown again, who knows ! 
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Ah Love ! could thou and I with Fate conspire 
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire, 
Woukii^pt \ve shatter it tp bits — and then' 
Re-mould it nearer to the lieart’s Desire ? 

lAhoard Fif^sGcruld; 


LXXXV 


DREAMS 


It looks as if in dreams the soul was free, 

^ ^ No bodily limit cheeks its absolute ]>l:ty ; 
Then why doth it not use its liberi\’, 

And clear a certain way 
To further truth beyond the actual sea ? 

It is not so ; for when, with loosened grip, 

^ , lire warder sense unlocks the visible liold, 
Then will my soul from forth its chamber slip, 
An idiot blithe and bold. 

And into vacancy of folly skip ; 

Or aimless wander on the poppied floor 
Of gaudy fields, or, scarce upon the street. 
Return unto the grim, familiar door. 

And, coward, crave retreat, 

As who had never been outside before. 

What boots it that I hold the chartered^ sp^^ce. 
If I but fill it with th’ accustomed forms. 
And load its bj^eathless essence with the trace' 
Of casual-risen storms, 

And drag my chain along the lovely place 
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O, but if God would make a deep suspense, 

And d^aw me perfect from th’ adhesive sheath ; 
If all the veils and sw^ithings of pretence, 

Drupt from me, sunk beneath, * 

Then would I get me verv far from hence. 

• 

I’d come I 0 Him with one swift arrow-dart, 

• Aimed at the 5;enith of th’ o’erijroading blue ; 
Straight to the centre of His awful heart 
'i’he llight long-wingctl and true • 

Should bear me rapt through all the spheres that 
part. • : 

But as it is, it is a waste of rest. 

God uses not the occasion ; on the rock 
Stands prone my soul, a diver lean undrest, 

And looks, and fears the .snock, 

And turns and hides its shame with some poor 
sorry jest . 

Thomas Edward Broion^^ 


LXXTJVI 

LOST DAYS 

* % 

The lost days of my life until to-day, 

W’liut were tliey, could I. see thetji on the street 
f.ie as they fell ? Wonid they be ears of wheat 
Sov^ii once for food but trodden into clay ? 

Or goklen coins squandered and still to pay ? 
Or drops of blood dabbling the^uilty feet ? 

( h such spill water as in cireams must cheat 
Th<iinmd«ing throats of Hell, athirst alway ? 
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I do not see them here ; but after death 
God knows 1 know the faces 1 shall sep, 

Each one a murdered schV with low' last breath, 
“ 1 am thyself, — what hast thou done to me ? 

“ And 1 — and I — thyself,” (lo I each one saith, 
“ And thou myself to all eternity ! ” 

r Dante Gabriel RosseftL 


LXXXVII 


Say not the struggle nought availeth, 

Ehe labour and the wounds arc vain, 

The enemy faints not, nor faileth, 

And as things have been they remain. 

If hopes were dxipes, fears may be liars ; 

It may be, in yon smoke concealed, 

Your comrades chase e’en now the fliers, 
And, but for you, possess the held, 

■ r 

n-.. ■ ^ . 

For while the tired waves, vainly breaking, 
Seem here no painful inch to^ain, - 
Far back, through creeks and inlets making, 
Comes silent, flooding in, the main, 

And not by eastern windows onl}", ^ 
When daylight comes, comes in the light, 
la front, the sun climbs slow, how slowly, ' 
But westward, look, the land is bright ! 

Arthur Hugh Ckugh. 
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THE PA'GAN WORLD " 

In his cool hall, with haggard®eyes, 

The Roman noble lay ; ^ 

He drove abroad, in furious guise, * 
Along the Appian way. 

He made a feast, drank fierce and fast, 

And crowiiM his hair with flotvers — * 
No easier nor no quicker pass’d 
I’he impracticable hours. 

'Fhe brooding East with^we beheld 
Her impious younger world. 

The Roman tempest swell’d and swell’d, 
And on her head was hurl’d. 

The East bow’d low before the blast 
In patient, deep disdain ; 

She let the legions thunder past, 

And plunged in thought again. • 

So ^ell sh» mused, a morning broke 
Across her spirit grey ; 

A conquering, new-born joy atgoke, 

And fill’d lier life with day. 

H’oor world,” she cried, “ so deep accurst, 
•That runn’st from pole to pole 
To seek a draught to slake thy thirst — 
seejj it in thy soul ! ” 
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She lieard it, the victorious West, 

111 crown and sword array’d ! 

She ielt the void which, mined her breast. 
She siiiver’tl and obey’d. 

She veilM'^ier eagles, snapp’d her sword, 
And laid hei;. sceptre dmvn ; 

Ikr stately purple she abhorr’d. 

Ami her inpierial crown. 

She broke her flutes, .she stopp’d her sport.s, 
thM' ani.sts couhl not please ; 

She tore her books, she. shut her courts, 

She fled her palaces ; 

Lu.st of the eye ami pride of life 
She left it all beli'ind, 

And hurried, toj'n with inward strife, 

The wilderness to find. 

Tears wash’d the trouble from her face ! 

She changed into a child ! 

’Mid weeds and wrecks she stood -a place 
Qf ruin — but she shiilcd ! 

Matthessi Arnold. 


c- LXXXIX 

HE WOULD HAVE HIS LADY-SJNG 

Sing me the men ere this 
Who, to the gate that is 
A cloven pearl uprapt, 
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The big white bars between 
With dying eyes have seen 
'fhe sea of jasper, lapt 
About wifli crystal sheen ; ® 


And all the far pleasaiice 
'Wltere linked Angels* dance, 
With scarlet >vings tliat fall 
Magnilieal, or spread 
.Most SAveetly over-hcadj 
lii fashion tuitsicul. 

Of cadenced lutes instead. 


Sing me the town they saw 
Withouten iieck^or Haw, 

Aflame, more line than glass 
Of fair Abbayes the boast, 

Alore glad than wax of cost 
Doth make at Candlemas 
The Lifting of the Host : 

Wliere many Jvnights and Dames, 
With new and wondrous names,* 
Q|ie great Laudato Psalm 
Go singing dtnvn tlie street 
’Tis peace upon their feet, 

In hand his pilgrim pafm 
Of Goddes Land so .sw'eet : — 


Where iMuthcr Alary walks 
In silver lily stalks, ' * 

, Star-tired, moon-bedight ; 
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Where Cecily is seen, 

^\i(h Dorothy in green, 

And IMagduien all wliitc, 

'File Maidens of the Queen, 

Sing mi— the Steps untrod, 

1'hc 'Feinple that is God, 

Wliere incense doth ascend, 

Where mount the cries and tears 
Ot ail the dolorous vears, 

With moan that ladies send 
Of durance and sore fears : -- - 

And ilim who sitteth there, 

The Christ pf purple hair, 

And great eyes deep with ruth, 

Who is of ail things fair 
That shall be, or that were, 

The sum, and very truth. 

Then add a little prayer, 

That since all ihese be so, 

Our Liege, who doth us know, 

Would fend front Sathana®, 

And bring us, of His grace, 

To that His joyous place ; 

So wc the Doom may pass, 

And see Him in the Face. 

■ 

Digby Mackworth Doiben^ 
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THE BLESSED DAMOZEL 

The hicssed clamuzel leaned out 
Broin ilie goltl bar of ,f {eiwen ; 

Her eyes were deeper than the depth 
(.)i waters stilled at even ; 

Site hud three lilies in her hand, 

And the slai*s in ])er liair were seven 

IIci ro!)e, ungirt from clasp to hem 
Aio wrought ilov'crs ditl adorn, ' 

JHtt^ a tvhitc rose oi ATar^’’s gift, 

Fur service meetly w'orn ; 

Her hair that lay along her back 
Was yellow like ripe corn. 

Herseeined she scarce had been a dav 

, God’s choristers ; 

1 he wonder was not fet quite gone 
Fr(>m that still look of hers : 

Albeit, to 4ij[tem she left, her day 
Had counted as ten rears 
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It was tlic rampart of fjod’s house 
'Fhat she was standing on ; 

By God built over the sheer do})th 
The which is Space liegun ; 

So high, that looking downward thence 
She scarce 1;‘oukl see the sun. 

It lies in I leaven, across the tiood 
Of ether, as a bridge. 

Beneath, the tides of day and night 
VVitii illaine anti darkness ridge 

'File void, as low as where this earth 
Spins like a fretful midge. 

Aimmd her, lovers, newly met 
’Mid deathless love’s acclaims, 

Spoke evermore among themselves 
''I'heir heart-remembered names ; 

And the souls mounting up to God 
Went by her like thin flames. 

And still she bowed herself and stooped 
Out of the circling^ charm ; 

Uricil her bosom must have made 
The bar she leaned on warm, 

And the lilies lay as if asleep 
Along her bended arm. 

. iT . 

From the fixed place of Heaven she saw 
Time like a pulse shake fierce ^ 

Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove 
Within the gulf to pierce 

Its path ; and now she spoke as when 
The stars sang in their spheres. «• 
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The sun was gone now ; the curled nioon 
like a little feather 

h lut terini( far dowji the gulf ; and tjow 
She spoke through the still weather. 

Her voice was like the voice th^ stars 
Had when they sang together. 

(AIj .sweet 1 Even now', in that bird’s song 
^ Strove jiot her accents there, 
fain to be hearkeiieii When those bells 
Possessed the midday air, 

Stn)ve n<»t her steps to reach my side * 
Down all the echoing stair ?) 

I w'isli that he were come to me, 

For he will come,” si)c«said. 

“ Have I not prayed in Heaven ? — on earth, 
Eoni, ra)rd, has he not pray’d } v 
Are not uvo prayers a jierfect strengtl'. ? 

And shall I fed afraid } 

# 

“ When round his head the aureole dings, 
And he is clothed in^'hite. 

I’ll take his hand and go with him * 
Trx,the dj^ep w'dls of light ; 

As unto a stream we w'ill step down, 

And bathe there in God’s sight. 

■ «* . 

“ We tw'o W'ill stand beside that shrine, 
Oocuk, withheld, unlrod, 

^yiiose lamps are stirred continually 
With prayer sent up to God ^ 

And see our old prayers, granted, melt 
13fech like a little doucl. 
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“ We two will lie i’ the sliadow of 
That living mystic tree 
Witliin w|iose secret growth the Dove 
la sometimes felt to be. 

While every i§:tf that His plumes touch 
Saith His Name audibly. 

r. 

“ Ana { myself will teach to him, 

_ ^ I myself^ lying so, 

'Fht songs i sing here ; which his voice 
Spall pause in, hushed and slow, 

And iind some knowledge at each pause, 
Or some new thing to know.” 

(Alas ! we two, w^e two, thou say’at ! 

Yea, one wast thoti with me 
That once of old. But shall Hod lift 
In endless unity 

The soul whose likeness with thy soul 
Was but its love for thee ?) 

** We two,” she said, ‘'‘will seek the grove.s 
Where the lady is, 

With her five handmaidens, whose names 
Are five sweet symphonies, ^ 

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen, 

Margaret and Rosalys. 

** Cirdewi^ sit they, with bound locks 
And foreheads garlanded ; - - 

Into the fine cloth w'hite like flame 
Weaving th<» golden thread, 

To fashion the birth-robes for them 
Who are just born, being dead. - 
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“ He shall fear, haply, and be dmiib. 

'Fhen will I lay my cheek 
To Iss, and tell about our love. 

Not ojicc abaslied or weak : ^ 

And the dear Mother will approve 
My pride, and let me; speakij, 

“ Herself .shall bring us, hah^ in hand, 

'Fo Him round whom all souls/ ^ 

Kneel, the clear-ranged unnumbered heads 
Bowed with their aureoles ' * 

Aiul angels meeting us shall sing 

’F(» their citiierns and citoles. * 

“ I’herc will I ask of Christ the Lord 
’Fhus much for him and me : — 

Only to live as onc'C on earth 
\\hth Love,- only to f)e, 

As then awhile, for ever now 
'Fogelher, i aiid he.” 

She gaztui and listened and then sai<l, 

Less sad oi" speech than mild, — 

“ All this is when he comes.” She ceased. 

'Fhe light thrilled towards her, filFd « 

With angels in strong level flight. 

Her prayed, and she siniFd. 

(i saw her smile.) But soon their path 
Was vague in distant sphert^ ; 

And then slie cast her arms along 
Th« golden barriers, 

And laid her face between her hands, 

And wept, (I heard her ti^rs.) 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti, 





1 66 



The Golden Treasury 

■ xcr ' ' 

MI^INERMUS INrCHURCH ' 

You promise leavens free from strife, 

Pure truth, and perfect change of \¥ill ; 

But s'^'eet, sweet is this human life, 

So sweet, I fain would breathe it still ; 

"5: our chilly ^stars I can forgo, 

This warm kind world is all I know. 

■ r. ' ■ 

You say there is no substance here, 

One great reality above : 

Back from that void I shrink in fear. 

And child -like hide myself in love : 

Show me what angels feel. Till then, 

I clijjg, a mere weak man, to men. 

%u bid me lift my mean desires 
From faltering lips and fitful veins 

To sexless souls, ideal quires. 

Unwearied voices, wordless strains : 

My Kiind with fonder welcome owns 

One dear dead friend’s remembered tones. 

Forsooth the present we must give 
To that whih:h cannot pass away ; 

All beauteous things for which we live 
By laws of time and space decay. " 

. But oh, the very reason why 

I clasp them, is because they die. 

William (Jory . 
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THE*OLD STOIC » 

Riches I bold in light cstef ni, 

And Love I laugh to syorn ; 

And hist of fame was but; a dream,"* 

'Fhat vanished with the morn : 

» 

And if I pray, the only prayer 
That moves nn*' lips for me * 

Is, “ Leave the heart that now I bear 
And give me liberty ! ” 

Yes, as my swift da}!?! near their goal, 

’Tis ail that I implore ; 
in life and death a chainless soul, "N 
With courage to endure. 

Emily Bronte. 


In spring and summer winds may blow, 
And rains fall after, hard and fast ; 

I’he tender leaves, if beaten Igw, 

Shine but the more for shower and blast. 

But when their fated hour arrives, 

When reapers long have left the field, 
When maidens riile turn’d-up hives, 

4nd their last juice fresh apples yield, 


* 
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A leaf' perhaps nuiy stili remain 
Upon some solitary tree, 

Spite of the wind and outlie rain , . " 

A thin^ you heed not if you see, 

r 

At lust it falls. Who cares ? Not one : 
Aiuj yet no power on earth can ever 
Replace the fallen leaf upon 
Its spray*, so easy to dissever. 

If^such be love, I dare not saj’. 

Friendship is such, too well i know ■ 
l^have enjoyed my summer tiay ; 

’ Fis past ; my leaf now lies below. 

\]' alter Savage Landot 


XCIV 

. «• ■ ■ ■ 

^ QUA CURSUM VENTUS 

As ships, becalmed at eve, that lay,- 
With canvas drooping, side bv side. 
Two towers of sail at dawn of day 
Are scarce long leagues apart descried ; 

When fell the rdght, upsprung the breeze. 
And all the darkling hours they plied, 
Nor dreamt but each rhe self-same seas 
By each was cleaving, side by side;; 
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i'7en St) ■ luit why the talc reveal 

Of ^hose whom, year by year luichangcti, 

^ Brief absence joineii anew to feel, ^ 
Astonnded, soul from soul estranged r 

At dead t»i night their sails werc^filleu, 

And ouwarti eat;h rejoicing i^ecred — , 

Ah, neither blanse, iior neither wiileil, 

Or wist, what first with dawn appeared ! 

To veer, hmv vain ! On, onward strain, 
Bivne ]''arks ! in ligrht, in darkness too^ 

I hioitgh w'mtis aitd tides one eomjtass gnides- 
fo that, and yt‘ur own strives, be true. 

But O Itliihe breeze ! anti*0 great seas, 
Thttugh ne’er, that earliest parting past, 

On your wide plain they join again, 

Together lead them home at last. 

One port, methought, alike they sought, 

One purpose hold wdTere’er they fare, — 

O bounding breeze, O Pushing sek ! 

At last, at last, unite them there ! 

’ Arihur Hugh Clough. 


" SONG 

The feathers of the willow 
Are half of them grown yellow 
Above the swelling stream ; 



^ NOVEMBER 

thine eyes weary ? is thy heart too sick 
I'o struggle any more with doubt and thought, 
Vhose formless veil draws darkening now and 
thick 4 

Across thee, e’en as smoke-tinged mist-wreaths 
brought 

Down a fair dale to make it blind and nought ? 
Art thou so weary that no world there seems 
Beyond these nfour walls, hung with pain and 
dreams? 

Look out Upon the real world, where the moon, 
I-Ialf-way ’twixt-rf-oot and crown of these high trees, 
Turns the dead midnight into dreamy noon. 

Silent and full of wonders, for the breeze 
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And ragged are the bushes, 

And rusty now the rushes, 

^ And wild the clouded gleam. 

The tljistle now is older, 

His stalk begins to moulder, 

His I>2ad is white as snow ; 

The branches all are barer, 

Thp linnet’s song is rarer, 

The robin pipeth now. 

Richard Watson Dixon. 
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Diod at tlic sunset, and no images, 

No hopes ot day, are left in sky or earth — 

Is it no{i>taii‘, and <>f most wondrous worth ? 

* ea, J have looked, and seen Novel iflter there ; 
, I he eliangeiess seal of change it seemed to lie, 
hair death of tilings dial, living uife’C, were fair ; 
hrigl'U sign of loneliness too grc:il for me, 

Strange image of the dread eternitv, 

In whose void jialienee how can these have part, 
'Ihese uutstrctclied feverish hands, \iiis restless 

■ Willuim Moms. 


LOST ON liO'Jdl SIDES 

As when two men have loved a woman well, 

Liich hating eacli, through Love’s anti Death’s 
deeeit ; 

Since not for either tins stark marriage-sheet ^ 
Ami the long pauses of tins \\edding-!>ell ; 

Yet o’er her grave the night and day dispel 
At last their feud forlorn, with cold and hea]^ ; 

Nor other than dear friends to death may fleet 
The two lives-ileit that most of her can tell : — 

So separate hopes, which in a soul had wooed 
I he one same i’eace, strove with erfch other long, 
And Peace before their faces perished since : 

So thro^igh that soul, in restless brotherhood, 

1 hey roam together now, aiul wind among 
Its tne-sireets, knocking at the du«ty innsf 

* Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 
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Heap cassia, sandal-buds and stripes- 
()f bibdanum, and alee-balls, 

Smeared with dull nard an Indian wipes 
From oi^ her hair : such balsam falls 
1 )own seaside mountain pedestals, 

tree-tdps where tired winds are fain. 
Spent with the vast and howling main, 

To treasure half their island-gain. 

And strew faint sweetness from some old 
Egyptian’s fine ’ivonn-eaten shroud 
Which breaks to dust when once unrolled ; 
Or shredded perfume, like a cloud 
From closet long to quiet vowed. 

With mothed and drop]>ing arras hung, 
IMouldering her lute and books among, 

<ls when a queen, long dead, w'as young. 

Robert Browning, 


\t:ix 

<7 SILENCE 

There is a silence where hath beervno sound ; 
There is a silence where no sound may be ; 

In the cold grave, under the deep, deep sea, 

Or in wide d^rt, where no life is found, 

Which hath been mute, and still must sleep 
profound. ' ' 

No voice is hushed, no life treads silently ; 

But cloud, andf'cloudy shadows wander free. 

That never spoke, over the idle ground. 
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But in green ruins, in the desolate walls 
Of antiqye palaces, where IVIan hath been. 
Though the dun fox,4tr wild hyaena, cglls, 

A'nd owls, that ilit continually between, 
xShrick to tlie echo, and the low wi|^tis moan, 
'i’here the true Silence is, self-conscious and alone. 

‘ ^Thomeis Jhad. 


Not on sad Stygian shore, nor in clear sheen 
<.)f i'ar Elysian plain, shall \\c meet iliosc 
Among the dead whose pupils we ha\e Iwen, 

Nor those great shades whom wc have held vis foes ; 
No meadow of asphodel our^fcet shall tread, 

Nor shall we look each other in the face v 
'Fo love or hate evich other being dead, ^ 
Hoping some praise, or fearing some disgrace. 

We shall not argue, .saying “ ’Twas thus,” or 
“ thus,” \ ■ 

Our argument’s whole drift we shall forget ; 
WTo’s right, who’s wrong, ’twill be all one tat us ; 
We shall not even know that we have met. 

Yet meet wt^shali, and part, and meet again, 
Where dead men meet, on lips of living men, 

Sc^tuel Butler. 


01 


I'amk i.s a food that dead men eat,- 
Inn-o no stomach for such meat. 
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III little Hglit and narrow room, 

They eat it in the silent tomb, , 

With no kind voice o|; comrade near 
To bid the feaster be of cheer. T' 

But friendship is a nobler thing, — 

Of Friendship it is good to sing. 

''For truly, when a man shall end, 

He lives in memory of his friend j 
Who doth his better part recall 
And of his fault make funeral. 

Austin Dobson. 
cn 

ON A LUTE found'd IN A SARCOPHAGUS 


and scented sun-girls, almond-eyed, 
With lotus blossoms in their hands and hair, 

Have made their swarthy lovers call them fair, 
With these spent strings/vwhen brutes were deified 
And Memnon in the suprise sprang and cried, 
And kve-winds smote Bubastis, and the bare 
Black breasts of carven Pasht received the prayer 
Of suppliants bearing gifts from far^nd wide i 


This lute has o^tsung Egypt ; all the lives 
Of violent passion, and the vast calm art 
That lasts m granite only, all lie dead ; ^ 
little bird of song alone survives, 
fresh as when its fluting smote the heart 
Last time the brown slave wore it garlanded. 

Edftmiid Gtsse. 
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« MAGNA KS’r VEIUI'AS 

in this little Bny, » 

Full nf tunnihuous life aiU-i great repnse, 

Where, iwire ;t <iay, ^ 

'Gic purpnseiesjs glati fseean lonies and goes, 
i nder higii ehil’s, and iiir tVun! the hugelnwsi, 
f sit me dowjK 

I'or want •>( me the world’s eoe.rse’will taa fail ; 
\Viae;i ail Us work is tloiu;, the he shuii nU ; 

Tlfc ti'.nh is great, and sltal! na vail, ’ 
Wiien none <.-arcs whctiu-r is ps-cvail (a not. 

Lureniry Poimort. 


IJj’CIFER IN STARLIGHT ^ 

f>\ a siarreil nlaht Prince Lau ifer uprose. 

‘i’ired ot }jis dsask d.oniiuion swung iht; hend 
Al'iove liie rolling’ li.ill in eloiul part sereened, 
WhiCre sinners hugged thyir spectre of repose. 
T’our prey to his hot fit of pride were those^ 

And now upon his western wdng he leaned, 

Now his hagi?hulk o’er Afric’s sands careened, 
Now the Idack planet shadowed Arctic snows. 
Soaring tliroiigh wider zones that i^ricked his scars 
With memory of the old revolt from Awe, 
i le rca.«]u4d a middle height, and at the stars, 
Which are the brain of heaven, he looked, and sank. 
Around the ancient track marche^, rank on rank, 
The armv of unalterable law. 

^ ^ George Meremth. 
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There rolls the deep wherf grew the tree. 

O edfth, what changes’ hast thou seen ! 

.I t where the long street roars, hath been , 

the stillness Of the central sea. 

The “hills are shadows, and they flow 

From form to form, and nothing stands ; 

„ melt like mist, the solid lands, 

Like clouds they shape themselves and go. 

But in my spirit will I dwell, 

And dream my dream, and hold it true ; 

For tho’ my lips may breathe adieu, 

I cannot think the thing farewell. 

Alfred, Lord Tetinyson^ 


qff" f 
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THE PILLAR OF THE CLOUD 

Leap, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom 
Lead Thou me on I 

The night is dark, and I am far frCm hofne— 
Lead Thou me on ! 

Keep Thou r^y feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene, — one step enough for me. 

I was not ever thus, nor pray’d that Thou 
Shouldst lead me on. 

I loved to choCse and see my path, but now 
Lead Thou me on 1 
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I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears. 

Pride ruled niy will : remember not past vears. 

,So long Thy powci*hath blest me, sis'e it still 
Will lead me on, 

O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and* torrent, til! 
'fhe night is gone ; 

And with the morn those angef faces smire 
Which 1 have loved long since, and lost awhile 

John Henry, Cardinal Newman 


wa'm WTioM IS no vari ah lioness, 

NErniER SHADOW OF TURN I NO ” 

Pr fortifies my soul to know 
That, though I perish. Truth ivS so : 

That, howsoe’er 1 stray and range, 
Whate’er I do, Thou dost not change. 

1 steadier step when*I recall 
That, if I slip, Thou»dost not fall. 

Arthur Hugh Clough, 


A SPIRIT haunts the year’s last hours 
Dwelling amid these yellowing bowers ; 

To himself he talks ; 

For at eventide, listening earnestly, 

At his work you may hear him sob and sigh 
the walks ; 


N 
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Earthward he beweth the lieuvy 
Of the moulderiiis; flowers ; 

Heavily hangs the brpad s\inflovvcr 
OW its grave i’ the earth so ehilly ; 
Heavily bangs the hollyhock, 

Heavily hangs the ligcr-lily. 

'Fhe air is damp, and hush’d, and close, 

As a sick man’s room when he taketh reprise 
All hour before death ; 

My^very heart faints and my whole soul grieves 
At the moist rich smell of the rotting leases. 
And the breath 

Of the fading edges of liox beneath, 

And the year’s last rose. 

Heavily hangs 'the broad suntlower 
Over its grave i’ the earth so chilly ; 
Heavily hangs the hollyhock, 

„„ Heavily hangs the tiger-lily. 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson 


ODE ON ADVANCING AGE 

Thou goest more and more 
To the silent things : thy hair is hoar, •• 
Emptier thy weary face : like to the shore 
Far-ruined, and the desolate billow white, 

That recedes and leaves it waif-wrinkled, gap- 
rocked, weak, <-1 
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I'he shore and the biHow white 

(b'oan, they cry and rest not : they would speak, 

And call the eternal Night 

l o cease them fr)r ever, bidding new tilings issue 
From her cold tissue : 

Night that is ever young, nor knovvs decay, 
'rhough okler by eternity than t\iey, 

(io down upon the shore. 

The breakers dash, the smitten spray drops to 
the roar ; 'y' V ■ ■ 

The spit upsprings, and drops again, ' 
Where’er the white waves clash in the main. 

Their sound is but one : ’tis the cry 
'Fhat has risen from, of old to the sky, 

‘Tis their ■silence"! ■' ■ .,■ , ^ . 

Go now from the shore 
Far-ruined : the grey shingly floor 
To thy crashing step answers ; the doteri! cries, 
And on dipping wing flies : ^ 

’TivS their silence ! , 

And ihou, oh thou 
To that' wild."' 'Silence'' sinkest' now. ■ ■ 

No more remains to thee than the cry of silence, 
the cry n 

Of the waves, of the shore, of the bird to the sky. 

The bald eyes ’ncath as bald a bre^w 

Ask but what nature gives 

To the^in^irticulate cries 

Of the waves, of the sliore, of the bird. 

EaVtb in earth thou art being interred : 

No longer in thee lives 

The lordly pssence which was unlike all, 



loo I he Kjolden Jrcawry 

Thai was thy flower of soul, the imperial 
Glory that separatetl thee ^ 

From all others that mi^ccht bcj,. 

Thy dog hath died before. 

Didst thou not mark him ? did he not neglect 
What roused bis rapture once, but still loved thee 
I'ill, weaker grown, was he not fain reject 
Thy pitying hand, thy meat and drink, 

For all thou cwukrst implore ? 

Then, at the last, bow mournfully 
Tdid net his eyelids sink 
With wearied sighs ? 

He sought at last that never-moving night 
Which is the same in darkness, as in light, 

The closing of the eyes-. 

So, Age, thou dealest us 
To thS elements : but no ! Resume thy pride, 
O nwn, that musest thus. 

Be to the end what thou hast been before : 

T'hc ancient joy shall wrap thee still- -the tide 
Return upon the shore, r 

Richard Watsofi Dixon. 


PLAY THEN AND SING ! 

Play then and sing ; we too have playec 
We likewise, in tljat subtle shade. 

We too have twisted through our hair 
Such tendrils as the wild Loves wear^ 
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And heard what: mirth the Ahenads made, 

'rill the wind blew our garlamls bare 
And iftft their roses disarrayed, 

And smote the summer with strar^^e air, 
And discngirdleti and discrowned 
'i'he limbs and locks that vine-wVeatlis bound. 

We too have tracked bt' star-proof trees 
The tempest of the Thyiades 

Scare the loud night on hills that liid 
'fhe blood-feasts of the Bassarid, 

Heard tlieir Sf dig’s iron cadences ' 

bright the wolf hungering fr<un the kid, 
Outroar fhe lion-tliroated seas, 

Outchiile the north-wind if it chid, 

And hush the torrent -tongued ravines 
With thunders of their tambourines. 

But tlie fierce flute whose notes acclaim 
Dim goddesses ((f fiery fasne, 

Cymbal and clamorous kettledrum, 
’['imbreis and tabrets, all are dumb 
That turned the high chili air to flame ; ^ 

The singing tongues of Are are numb 
That'caUetHon Cotys by her name 
Edonian, till they felt her come 
And maddened, and her mystic face 
Lightened along the streams of Idrrace. 

■■■■■■■■, ■'S' > ■ 

For Pleasure shmiberless an<l pale, 

And Passion with rejected veil, 

Pass, and the tempest-footed' throng 
houfs that follow them with song 
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Till their feet flaf? and voices f-iil, 

And lips that were so loud so lonq 
Learn silence, or a \vearier wail ; ' 

So keen is change, and tiine so strong, 

To weave the robes of life and rend 
And weave agal^i till life have end. 

But weak is change, but strengthless time, 

'Fo lake the light from heaven, or climb 
i he hills dt heaven with wasting feet. 

Songs they can stop that earth found meet. 

But tile stars keep their ageless rhymte ; 

blowers they can slay that spring thought sweet. 
But the stars keep their spring sublime ; 

Passions and pleasures can defeat. 

Actions and agonies control, 

And life and death, but not the soul. 

Because man’s soul is man’s God still, 

WlTat wind soever waft his will 
Across the waves of dgy and night 
_ To port or shipwTeck,^left or right, 

- By shpres and shoals of good and ill ; 

And still its flame at mainmast height 
Through the rent air that foam-flakers fill ' 
Sustains the indomitable light 
Whence only inan hath strength to steer 
Or helm to handle without fear. 

Save his own soul’s light overhead, 

None leads him, ^ and none ever led, 

Across birth ’s'‘hidden harbour-bar, 

Past youth where shoreward shallows are,*t 
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Through age that drives on toward the red 
^ \"ast void of sunset hailed lh)ni far, 

To thJ; e(]ual waters of the dead ; 

Have his own seal he hath no star, 

And sinks, except his own soul guide, 
lielmless in middle turn of tide"* 

No blast of air or fire of sun ’ 

Puts fuit the light whereby we r’un 
With girdled loins our iani})]it race, 

And each from each takes heart of grace 
And spirit till his turn be done, ; " » 

And light of face from each man’s face 
III whom the light of trust is one ; 

iSince only souls that keep their place ' 
By their own light, and vatch things roll, 
And stand, have light for any soul. 

A little time we gain from time ^ 

To set our seasons in some clnme, 

For harsh or sweet or loud or low, 

With seasons played “but long ago 
And souls that in their Time and prime 
Took part with summer or with snow,’* 
Lived abjec.^ lives out or sublime, 

And had their chance of seed to sow 
For service or disservice done 
To those days dead and this theh* son. 

A little lime that wc may fill 
©r with such good works or such ill 
As loose the bonds or make iliem strong 
Wherein all manhood suffers wrong. 
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By rose-hung river and light-fool rill 
^'Idiere are who rest not"; who think long 
Till they discern, as from a hill 
At theesun’s hour of moining song, 

Known of souls only, and those souls free, 
The sacred sj^aces of the sea. 

, Algernon Charles Swinburne. 


I STROViv with none, for none was worth my strife, 
Nature I loved and, next to Nature, x-'Vrtt 
I warm’d both hands before the lire of life ; 

■It sinks, and l am ready to depart. 

' f Walter Savage Landor. 
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^ DIRGE IN WOODS 

A WIND sways the pines, r. 
And below 

Not' a breath of wild air ; 

Still as tfie mosses that glow 
On the flooring and over the line^ 
Of the roots here and there 

The pine-frree drops its dead ; 
They are quiet as under the sea. 
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Overheuci, overhciid 
Rushes life in a race, 

A^s the clouds the clouds chase ; 

Andwego, ’’ 

And we drop like the fruits of the tree, 
Kven we, 

Hven so. ' . , 

(ircurgc Alvrediih 



A FAREWEL1> 

Flow down, cold rivulet, (o the sea, 
Thy tribute wave ckhver ; ‘ 

No more by thee my steps shall be, 

For ever and for ever. ' 

Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea, 

A rivulet then a river : 

No where by thee my steps shall be, 

For ever and for -ever. 

.!<)■■■■ 

But here will sigh thine alder tree, 

" And here thine aspen shiver ; 

And here by thee will hum the bee, 

For ever and for ever. 

■'<> ' 

A thousand suns will stream on thee, 
'A'thousand moons will quiver ; 

But not by thee my steps shall be, 

For ever and for ever. 

, Alfred, Lord Tennyson. 


sffii 

d 


^ . 


!-. 1 




1 ■': 


The Golden Treasury 


THE CHOICE 


Think thou and act ; to-morrow thou shalt die. 
Outstretched irfthe sun’s warmth upon the shore,' 
Thou say’st : “ Man’s measured path is all gone 
o’?;!' : ■■■ . ^ ■ ' 

Up all his years, steeply, with strain and sigh, 

Man clomb fintil he touched the truth ; and I, 
Even I, am he whom it was destined for.” 

How 'should this be ? Art thou then so much 


Than they who sowed, that thou shouldst reap 
thereby ? 

Nay, come up hither. From this wave-washed 
mound 

Unto the furthest flood-brim look with me ; 

Th^n reach on with thy thought till it be drown’d. 

Miles and miles distant though the last line be, 

And though thy soul 'sail leagues and leagues 
beyond,— 

Still, leagues beyond those leagues, there is more 


Dante GaSnel Rossetti. 


No coward soul is mine. 

No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere 
I see fleaven’s glories shine, 

And faith shines equal, arming me frpm fe^. 







of Modern Lyrics 

O God within my breast, 
Almighty, ever-present Deity 1 

^ Life— -that in me has rest, 

As I — undying Life — have power in "Thee ! 

Vain are the thousand I'reeds 
That move men’s hearts : uinttterably vajn 
Wortldess as withered weeds, 

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main. 


Tf) waken doulu in one 
Holding so fa.al by 'Thine infinity ; 

So surely aneiiored on 
The steadfast nx'k of immortality. 

■ ' ■ , ■ 'S 

With wide embracing love 
I'hy Spirit animates eternal years, 

Pervades and broods above, ” 
Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, and reap, 

'i 'hough earth "and man were gone 
And suns and universes- ceased to be, 

And Thou were left alone, 

Every, existi^nce w'ould exist in Thee. 

There is not room for Death, 

Nor atom that his might could render void : 

^ Thou— Thou art Being and Breath, 
And what T.tiou art m-ay never be destroyed. 

^mily Bronte. 
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CXVI ... 

- EARLY SPRING 

ONCii^Lnorc the Heavenly Power 
iMakes all things new. 

And domes the red-plow’d hills 
With loving blue ; 

The blackbinls have their wills, 
'Phe throstles too. 

Opens a door in Heaven ; 

From skies of glass 

A Jacob’s ladder falls 
On greening grass, 
f And o’er the mountain-walls 
Young angels pass. 
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O follow, leaping ]-)iood, 

The season’s lure ! 

O heart, k'ok down and up 
Serene, secure, 

\\arni as the crocus ciu^, 
fdkc snowdrops, pure i 

Past, Fxiturc glimpse and fade 
Thro’ some slight spell,' 

A gleam from yonder vale, 
Some far blue fell, 

Aiul sympathies, lunv frail, 

In sound and smell 1 


'Pill at thy chiieidlHi note, 

Thou twinkling bini, ^ 

The fairy fancies range, ' 

And, lightly stirr’d, 

Ring little bells of change ’ 

From word tp word. 

For now the Heavenly Power 
Makes all things new, 

Anri thaws the cold, and fills 
The ilower with dew ; 

The blackbirds have thc*^ wills, 

The poets too. 

*' Alfred y Lord Tennyson. 






^ SUMMARY OF BOOK I ’ 

('i'lIE VlCTOFilAX 

A (iiiXLkATioN ulv.ch has reacted with some 
violence fnan the literary ideals and standards 
the Victorian age, and lias dis|>araged the 
longer and more asiibitious works of its poets, 
has never had the hardihood' ' to deny the great- 
ness of that . a'ge’s " achievement 1 in lyric poetry. 
As we pass from Palgrave’s Book IV., the age of 
W ordsworth, Shelley, Byron, and Keats, tliefe is 
, no breach of continuity and no real faliing-?>ff. 
The influence of the preceding age is strongly 
felt — of Wordsworth in Arnold and Clough, of 
Keats and Byron in Tennyson, of Shelley in 
Swinburne and Christina Rossetti. Yet the poetry 
is alwsiys individual and also characteristic of its 
own time ; there is more subtlety and complexity 
than ever before ; a continual r^^aching-out to 
fresh things in artistic experiment ; elaburate 
^ portraitnro or pictorial description, or new 
■» metrical elfects ; a seeking to express finer shades 
of feeling till the .sense almost swoons away in 
music. It is an age of scientific advance and 
mecha^^ical invention ; but of this there is scarcely 
igx 
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an echo here. It is also an age to which historical 
studies have brought a more vivid realisation of 
the vanished past, whether^of classic (l., lxxi., 
ni.) or of Tnediffival times (xvii.) or of the Eliza'- 
bethans (uY,), ^Sympathy with Nature is as deep, 
as in Wordswofith, though there is not the same 
assurance that ‘VEvery flower enjoys the air it 
breathes ’’. There are traces of “ sick fatigue” " 
and “ languid: doubt ” (lXviil) ; creeds are 
shaken, and. tEe poet’s faith, even when it triumplis, 
is assuredly not light-hearted (lxxxyil, xnv., 
cxiv., cxv.). The world seems growing bid (fix., 
cxtr.), though Nature and Poetry ever renew their 
vouth (i,, cxvl). 

j. 11. F. 


NOTES 


Poeijis in this cul]c;cti(.>n are referred to h'V Iknnan 
nui i'u*ral:! ftivoj-sly ; poems in X^dgrave (the amlmrist'd 
edifioti, !U)t incomplete reprints) by the letters (i.T. 
and ( >rdin;iry unmerals. O.Ii.V. -- Oxford Book of Vtn,'. 

N'otes by Mr. lhn\ou are in inverted tomnias, 
followed Isy the initia] ^ 

few of the classical names for Tnetrical 
ieet, iauiiliaj- to nearly ail English poets, arc i#sed in 
these notes for convenience ; but their use docs»not 
irnply that English terse (outside some rare experi- 
ments) is quantitative: .syl]aX»ie.s marked long if-) 
are stressed syllahies, syllahies markxd short {w( arc- 
unstressed. • 

I. The myrrh -tree {Bahamodertdton myrrha) is 
a"rea1 ‘ unfabled ’ tree in Arabia, though the pScenix 
i.s mythigal. X^tis bird was believed to live for 
500 years for for too, as in this poem) and then 
to burn itself in a nest of the myrrh-tree ; from 
its ashes new ]>]Kenix aro.se to b&|its successor. 
It is a favourite Vsird of the older English poets, 
receiving o^p 4 endid commemoration in Shakespeare 
and Milton. C.p. rxxii. for an application of the 
imant* of the phfcnix and the nest of spices. St. i, 
clialicing: offering its flower- chalicds (Lat. caMces, 
buds) to fill the air with .scent. 

“ Frc/aa Nepenihct privately printed in or about 
193 O 



Notes 


1839 ; a strange and difficult poem, rich in imagina- 
tive splendours ” (B.). By setting this excerpt 
first in his anthology, the editor suggestr the per- 
manence qf poetic inspiration, renewing itself Jn 
each succeeding age. 

George DA:i^Ey (1795-1846) was a poet, critic, 
and mathematician, whose verse was admired by 
Charles Lamb. ^ 

II. Ijy the simple device of setting the cl lief*^ 
pauses in the middle of the rhymed oGtosyllahic 
couplet instC-ad of at the end, Morris has given 
this fanailiar metre a character quite different from 
that which it wears in Scott, Wordsworth, or Byron. 
Other characteristics are (i) the simple but vivid 
epithets of colour, (2) the preference for Teutonic 
over Latin words. The version here given is from 
Poems by the Way ; a slightly different version is 
in The Life and DeatJf of Jason, IV . 

in. pThe poet dreads the failure of imagination. 
With this invocation of Fancy cp. Keats’s poem, 

“ Ever let the Fancy roam ” (G.T. 318), Tennyson’s 
yorthful to Memory, and, on a loftier plane, 
the opening lines of Paradise Lost, Bk. III. 

R. W. Dixon (1833^-1900) was a schoolfellow 
of Edward Burne-Jones at King Edward’s School, 
Birmingham, and a friend of Burne-Jones apd 
W. Morris at Oxford. He was afterwards a Minor 
Canon of Carlisle Cathedral, and a history 
of the English Reformation besides several volumes 
of poems. 

IV, The poetess seeks to justify her choice of 
mystic communion with the Unseen as j:hg supreme . 
aim of her fifei Her own soul can grant her 
prayer because, by withdrawing into her ^own 
thoughts, she^can command the divine visions 
that come. li. and cxv, should be read along 
with this. » » 



her powerful novel, Wuthering Heights, md a few 
\-cry remarkable poems. Matthew Arnold wrote 
her as pn,e , 

whose soul 

* Knew no fellow for mijdjt, 

^ 

Daring, since Uyron died ; 

and Swinburne thouglit her a greater genius than 
her sister Charlotte. , 

V. 'piere is something of Shelley, and something 
possibly of i ennyson and of E. A. Poe, iif these 
verses, which nevertheless seenr based upon a real 
experience of Arnold’s own— perhaps the strong 
attraction of the Swiss girl Alarguerite, the tlienie 
or several of his lyrics : see XLix. 

VI. In the spirit of Michael Angelo’s Sibyls, 
tlw heathen prophetesses who alternate w*itk the 
Hebrew prophets in the Sistine Chapel, Rossetti 
conceives .a prophetess of Beauty, bearing a aalm 
in mken of supremacy. With Rossetti the pursuit 
of beauty is a restless passion, very different from 
the serene joy that is reached in Keats’s Ode on a 
Grecian Urn (“ Beauty is .Truth, Truth Beautyp 
this IS all Ye know on earth arid all ve need to 
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' ]iathetic fallacy ’ : the song is_ in nian’s heart , 
not in external nature. As Coleridge said : 

. ■ , ■» . ... 

AVe receive but what wg give, 

An<f in our life alone does Nature live. * 

Wc may comp£i«e the fine description of the sound* 
made by the dry heather-bells in autumn on 
‘ Egdqp Heath ’,»in Hardy’s Return of the Native, 
Bk. T. ch. vi. ® 


VIII, The poet is a reed out of which the gods 
fashion a musicar instrument, but Pan (the Pagan 
god of Nature) is heedless of the suffeidng through 
whiclf the instrument is perfected : most poets 
(as Shelley says) “learn in suffering %vhat they 
teach in song ’s Metre, —Font accents in liiu's 
:b 4> 5, three accents in lines 2 and 6 of each 
stanza. 'The feet are pnostly dactyls and trochees, 
but a fine effect is got by the monosyllabic feet in 
the firs|: line of stanza 6. 

Tennyson’s Lofos-Safm was one of the chief 
poems in his fiirat important volume, 1833. It is 
foufKied on an; episode m wanderings of 
Odysseus (Ulysses) on ^is homeward voyage fronr 
Troy, as related in Bk. IX. of plorner’s Odyssey. 

, The Choric Song, here printed without the intro- 
ductoi^r narrative in Spenserian stanzas, is seen 
to be complete in itself and one the, greatest 
English Odes in irregular rhymed verse. In its 
doctrine it is far from representing Tennyson’s 
deliberate philosophy of life : for that we sViould 
go rather to his noble poem of Ulysses. But the 
song of the Lotos-Blaters gives perfeqf ylterance * 
to that mood of weariness into which we can all 
enter sympathetically, and for which poetry »and 
music may somlitimes helpfully find an outlet. It 
is the same mood which is expressed by Despair 
in Bk. I, Canto IX. xxxix.-xh, of the Faeric^ueene. 



St. 2, the first of things : the highest of trcaft'd 
tliitigs. .St. 5, urn of brass : the Homeric th-ceks 
burned aiieir dead. St. 6, the island princes: who 
^te the substance of i)dysseus in Ithaca during his 
long absence, and wooed his wife Fenefope, St. X, 
»with an eriual mind : Lat. aequo animo, calmly and 
delil')eratcly. like gods ; the Epicurean view of the 
god;-,, adopted by Lucretius in his great poem, De 
rcrunt natiira. Observe the sucTden changt; from 
a slow languorous rhythm to swift impcluous 
movement in the middle of St. SaF* Wight and 
famine . . 

X. In strong contrast to the pessimism ^ot the 
fa^toH- Eaters rings the optimism of Dat’id’ 
(section 9 of Frowning’s fine draniatie 
SnuJ). d'l'ie kiigds dttrk tnclancholy is 
away by the .strains td' the youthful s.liephen.} 
harper, reminding him of*t.he joys of living aitd 
the greatness of bis royal destiny. 

■ f ' ■ 

XI. Sir Edmund Gosse calls this poem 
Bronte’s “ most characteristic utterance ” 
says that: the last two stanzas “ contain 
quinte.sscnce the peculiar doctrine that; it was her 
mission to preach the shadowy region : 
realm of abstract thoughts (cp, Ll., by the .same 

-writer), high morality*, lofty Stoical, idealst 
The earth : Nature to the responsiv^e human heart 
can seem full of the intensest joy or pain. By 
‘ pathetic fallacy ’ we attribute our own feelings 
to external Nature ; but in reality “ the mind is 
its own place, and in itself can rfliake a Heaven 
Hell, a Hell of Heaven ” (Satan in Paradise Lost 

•XU. The deeds of the past which the tree has 
witnessed are already forgotten, *but the tree still 
flourishes and so inspires a feeling of eternity : 






■ . W ■ ' ■ ' 

time, for we know that the same wind will be 
blowing in future ages, and the poet’s mind is 
iired tp emulation. The thought in Shellty’s Ode 
to thi' West Wind IS not unlik% this. Cp. Cowper ’a 
3 ardley Oafi. x » 

John Clare (i793"'i864), the Northamptonshire • 
peasant poet, m^tired originally by the reading of 
i homson s obtained some recognition in 

his iif^ime, and '®'’as for ya while prosperous in a * 
humble way, but sank into poverty, depression 
pid despair, ind was for his last twenty years an 
inmate of Northampton Asylum. 

xm. .The sonnet Sibylla Palmifera (vi.) was 
written to interpret a picture painted by Rossetti 
himselt ; this one is written on a painting by the 
Venetian Giorgione (1478-isio) in the Louvre. 
Kossetti was only twenty-one when he wrote this 
one of the most beauflful of his sonnets and of 
all sonnets. That he did not attain this perfection 
withfmtNabour may be seen by comparing the 
openHig lines of the sonnet as it originally appeared 
in 1 he Germ, 1850 : 

^^er, for anguish of the solstice,— yea, 

Oyer the vessel’s mo«th still widening 
dipt to let the water in 

* Blue, and deep away 

1 he heat lies silent at the brink of day. 

solstice . the summer solstice, midsCimmer. the 
whole of pleasure ; pleasure is fully realised : 
there is nothing more to hope for ; satiety has 
begun, this ; «ie consciousness that joy is fleet- 
ing : do not let her thoughts pass to this : let the 
moment of perfection be perpetuated by *ar?. See 
Keats s Ode on a Grecian Um (G.T. 328) for, a 
similar thought. ^ ' 

Christina Rossetti (1830-1894), sister of 
■U. Cr. Rossetti, was, with the exceptietn of^frs. 
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Browning, the most considerable poetess of the 
nineteenth century, and far more perfect in her 
art, tho»gh she never reached the greatness of 
^er contemporary’s Sifnncts from the Portuguese. 

XV. No English lyric surpasses tins in pure 
’music. It is the opening song Caiito IV. of 

The Princess. “ Written after hearing the echoes 
, at Killarney in 1S4S. When I jvas there 1 heard 
a bugle blown beneath the ‘ Eagle’s Nest*', and 
eight distinct echoes ” (Tennyson’s note), 

XVI. It t’ias a happy idea to set *r/?r Forsaken 

Merman an«.l The Lady of Shaioit side by side. 
For, unlike as they are, they have this in common : 
each is its author's greatest achievement in jiiciorial 
imagination and in t’nc perfection of the musical 
accompaniment. Arunher point of likeness is the 
pathos of the half-human soul of the Merman 
and of the life among .shadows from which the 
lardy of Shalolt emerges, not so much into reality 
as into an exquisitely woven tapestry like he?;, own 
“ magic web rvith colours gay Metre . — Note 

the contrast between the slow spondaic movement 
of “ The hoarse wind blows coldly ” and the 
quick anapaestic movement of " Over banks of 
bright seaweed 

’ XVII. The first of Tennyson’s studies (osiginalK* 
pubtiahfd, 18^3} in the Arthurian cycle of legends, 
l ie gave anomcr version of the legend later in the 
story of “ Elaine, the lily -maid of Astolat ”, who 
dies of her love for Sir Lancelot. Ft. L, Oamelot: 
King Arthur’s legendary capital. 'Willows whiten : 
by shoYi^^g the underside of the leaf, nnhail’d : 
without being called to. Pt. II., pad: pony. Ft. 
JIL, 0 alaxy: the Ivlilky Way. bearded meteor: 
shooting-star with trail of light abehind, ‘‘ Tirra 
iirra ” : the light-hearted song of the lark in Winter's 
Tale,wv. 3. 
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xviii. Specially characteristi of Robert Brown- 
ing’s genius is the dramatic monologue, in which 
a story, a situation and a character find expression 
together. Some of his moqplogues are in blank- 
verse, othefs take the more concentrated form oT 
a lyric. Among the most vivid are this and Por-, 
phyna's Lover (fkxiii.). The scene of the iniagin- 
ary story is Paris under the Ancien Regime, ?.e. 
seventfienth or eighteenth century. Rossetti (who ' 
also made a drawing to illustrate xvri.) took, this 
poem for the, subject of a water-colour. Metre.—.. 
The lines are made rip of dactyls and trochees, 
with an optional extra syllable or two syllables 
at the 'beginning of the line. Browning’s verse is 
not always the perfect vehicle for his thought, but 
here the _ swift movement magnificently conveys 
the feverish, excitement of the speaker, exulting 
in the anticipation of, revenge upon a successful 
rival. 

XIX. ^tnaturus, hat. fut. part, of amo, ‘ Ready 
to love’. William Cory (1823-1892), an Eton 
master, whose thin volume of verse, lom'ca, includes 
this poem and xci. His portrait is sketched in 
Sir H. New'bolt’s poenft, lojticiis. These verses 
have some affinity to Coventry Patmore’s Anf*el in 
<rthe Hot^e, and to Praed, but also to the best Greek, 
and Latin elegiac verse, of which he W'as an accom-* 
plished student, by Muses moulded « moulded by 
the Muse of Sculpture, who inspired Pheidias and 
the other artists of Hellas. Hemes : in ancient 
art carries a wiind with a touch of which he can 
give or take away sleep and with which he conducts 
the souls of the dead to the lower regionif. * 

XX. Coventry Patmoi® (1823-1896) achieved 
his best as a p«fet in his Odes, which, without 
direct imitation, finely recall such seventeenth- 
century poets as Vaughan and Csashawf and 
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showed the way to sonic of Francis Thompson's 
nobJest utterances. prtBvernal : coining before 
die Sprf!ig. sequester’d . . . defeat : the over- 
r4‘tmenient of Dcsir?' choosing deliiiNirately to 
savour and yet abstain from the gratification which 
is within Ins power. Avoids thfte of: releases 
tlu‘0 Jrom. skarpness; acridity, austerity, with 
dead . . , : Larth s heart i.s fiUedi» witli aspimtions 
aiiei austerity, which will never talie wingj but 
are like young birds that perish in the nest for 
Jack oi tiu'ir ]>arents. • 

\xt. An exquisite series of dream - pictures. 

Noting iaivcs dream iN always (if piaiVction-- 
peilixt beauty, perfect music, jierfect silence. * 

uH'atiwhne the seasons of hum:in liiV; as well as 

oi the year — pass on their way, and the perfection 
is unrealised and unrealisablg on earth : in II. 37- 
40 there is a hint of a deeper fountain of beauty, 
poppied death : the poppy symbolises sleep and 
^ oblivion. Metre. — Wliether the scheme sets Ihe 
rliyming words so far apart that the effect is lost, 

IS a question readers will settle for ihemseh^s ; 
but any who takei the trouble to become familiar 
, with the poem will find t?ie music growing upon * 

them as they le.arn to expect the rhvme.s in the » 
rjght place. ' * 

XXII. IJen Jqnson might almost have written the 
first three lines, which in their triumphant rapture 
recall iv^lhine; so much as See the chariot at 
hand here oi i^nve ’ (O.Ti.V. 18S) ^ but he could 
hardly have attained the simple puritv of the lines * 

• that follr^v., 

« _ X.X11T. The first chorus in Swinburne’s AtaJavta 

m Calydon, perhaps the finest of a}! plays written 
in English in direct imitation of CJreek drama. 

It is a a'leliration of Spring and the joys of Nature 
m the norm "of a hymn to Artemis, the Greek 

• 


ii 
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huntress-goddess, motlier of months: the first 
month of the year, nightingale; in Greek 
legend, Tereus, king of Thrace, married Procne, 
daughter ©f Pandion, king' of Athens. Procije 
lamented her separation from her sister Philomela. 
Sent to Athenaiito bring Philomela, Tereus fell irr 
love with her, and when she refused his advances, 
cut ciit her tonj^e and shut her up in a castle ; 
but Procne learnt the truth, and in revenge^ the' 
two sisters slew Tereus -s son Ityius, and offered 
his flesh to^ Tereus at a banquet. Tereus was 
changed by the gods into a hoopoe, Philomela 
into St nightingale, Procne into a swallow. Msenad, 
Bassarid, Bacchanal : all names for the women- 
votaries of Bacchus. 

XXIV. Love, as the strongest of passions, stirring 
man’s nature to its depths, produces both the 
greatest happiness and the greatest misery of which 
we artv capable. Metre . — Six accents in each line ; 
the«gencral effect is trochaic, but in the penultimate 
couplet an extra unaccented syllable at the beginning 
turns the lines into the slower movement of six 
iambics. The close echo of the first line of each 
couplet in the second* makes the opposition in 
thought more striking. 

xx'V^ The true lover finds his Heaven in the 
Beloved : her speech is music of the ^heavenly 
choir, her eyes have the depth of the sky, her body 
is the sanctuary of her soul. But all Beauty passes : 
we triumph oxer this doom only by never losing 
the rapture ot our first love and never forgetting 
the brevity of the joy vouchsafed p ,us. the 
Seer: Emanuel Swedenborg (1688-1773). 

XXVI, The se^-reproach of a lover, whose g&ilty 
consciousness or faithlessness to the old love mars 
his happiness in the new, has never been more 
finely expressed. Arthur O’SHAUGfiNESS’f’ (1844- 
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1881) %yas a I^ondoncr of Ii-jsh descent, who spent 
most of his life in the sendee of the British Museum ; 
his lyrics*\vere greatly admired by F, T. Palgrave. 

♦xxvn. With this character of a modean English- 
woman we may compare Wordsworth’s portrait of 
his wife (“She was a phantom of •delight”, G.T, 
217I1 and Stevenson’s “ My Wife In Meredith’s 
jpveraes the inner rhymes give an «additional swift- 
ness, as of ardent conviction, 

xxviTi. I’hero would he little use tr>'ing to 
find a philosophy of life hidden in this song. It 
is a deftly woven pattern of words and so^inds, 
in which the lover expresses his delight in loving 
and his delight in singing : 

'fbe fairy faiicies range, 

And, lightly stig-’d, 

Ring little bells of change 

From word to w'ord. (cxvi.) , 

xxix. The lover would fain lose his separate 
individuality, become wholly absorbed in jjhc 
beloved, but the linilc bounds of our nature can- 
not be so transcended — w*e remain separate, the 
yearning is unfulfilled (cp.’ Arnold in XLix,). The 
lesson seems to be conveyed in the scenery ^f the * 
Campagna, the Italian plain to the south of Rome — 
the life of flowers and insects, so full of heat and 
energy, yet so brief, and the ruins that speak at 
once of eternity and of the brevity of the human 
generations, # 

1 xxx.-x:5ixij. Three numbers from the sonnet- 
sequence wdiich Elijcabeth Barrett w’rotc to her 
lover Robert Browming, They were not pub- 
lished, nor even shown to *him, *till after their 
marriage. Their modest title, Sonnets from the 
Poriugmse (1^50) w’as chosen to disguise their 
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intensely personal nature. The 44 sonnets arc 
Mrs. Browning’s highest achievement in poetry. 

xxxiii. Porphyria’s lover, driven mad by jealousy, 
has niurd®red her ; and wi?h the openness which 
is as characteristic of madness in some phases, 
as secrecy is €n others, he sets forth the story 
of the crime, as if it were the most natural thing 
in the world. ^’Rhyming stanzas of five octo--, 
syllabic lines, ababb : there is not always a pau.se 
at the end of a stanza. 

f 

xxxrv. “ From The Triumph of Time, the finst 
forty f stanzas of the poem being omitted. L. r : 
the singer is the French troubadour Rudel, who 
fell in love with the Countess of Tripoli from the 
report of her ; sailed to Syria, fell sick on tlte way, 
and saw his lady but to die in her arms ” (B.). 
St. I, midland .sea: *!Mediterranean. St. 7, heft: 
pressure ; Love heals the wound, but it is Love 
that iiiflicts it also. Metre , — Four accents in each 
line. We may treat the lines as made up of iambs 
and anapaests (ww-), but it is better to 
regard them as trochees (-'-') and dactyls (“ww) 
with an extra-metrical unaccented syllable, or even 
two syllables, allowed occasionally at the beginning 
of th<j. line. 

XXXV. By the side of the lament of the lover for 
the bliss wholly denied him (xxxiv.),*the anthologist 
has set the weary agony of the forsaken girl in 
the lonely hou^e. In word-magic and word-music 
Swinburne’s ;^em is the finer of the two. “He 
is a reed ”, said Tennyson of him ^ y through , 
which all things blow to music.” But in sym- 
pathetic intensity (the poet entering into « the 
feelings of his^ heroine) and in the marvellous 
pictorial power with which the house and its sur- 
roundings are imagined Tennyson’s poena soars 
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far beyond Swinburne’s reach. In three lines o- 
St. 6 (‘*<,)Id faces glimmered through the doors” 
ole.) the* eeriest ehects of modern poetry art 
aptieipated (ep. CLiii.|i 77/t.- Listcncn., bj^- W.'de k 
hlare). d’he subject came to 'J’ennyson front tht 
merest hint in Shake-speare's for Mcmurc— 

“ d'here, at the moated grange, resides this dejectetl 
IMariana ”. 

w ■■■ ■» ■ ■■■■ 

XXXVI. d’his moving elegy is in the metre sini't- 
ruadt' lasniliar Isy Fredeiic .Myer.-.’s .SV* 'Djc 

lines priay he regartled either as (t ) hve ordinaiy 
Kimhie feet, with an t'xtra syllable :U the end of the 
first arul third lines and a trochee generally* suh- 
Kliiuud lor an iaiubus in the first i<»of, (,r us (;>) an 
o}rt;ning dactyl folknved liy tVasr trtre'tiees, th.c last 
trochee being, catulectie in 'the 'second' and 'fourth 
Iines.^ , ,1,1,1 , the .■ last .stanza ,,,* ,meinory’s ' rapturous 
pain" '"recalls'' Dante’S' ■ ' " 

Nessun maggior dolnre * j, 

Che ticordarsi del tempo feliee 
Nella, miseria , , y 

{iiz/eriio, V. 121-3) • 

and Keats’s ” In a dretr-nighted December” 

CG.T. 235). 

xxxvn. Ro.se Aylmer was a real pcr.son, the 
youngest«daughtcr_ of Henry, fourth Baron Aylmer. 
Landor \vrote_ this, pm-haps the most {lerfecdy 
c'lassical elegy in the ICngiish language in its union 
of deep tenderness with delicate res(..*i'e, on hearing 
of her death in India in t8oo. 

,,,''• , ‘ 

xxxvtn."XLl, I'he four finest of a series of j6-jine 
ptjems (\-ery like sonnets in eharacier, and in fact 
called sonnets by so aecomjjlishr^l a metri.si. a.s 
Swinburne) in which Mere<lith tells the .story of 
the deelty of k)ve between a married pair. In' the 
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first three the husband is the speaker, xxxviii. 
recalls in bitterness an hour when it seemed ini- 
jiossible that Love should die ; in xx^^ix. Love 
has died, ,,jand the losses that pass are therefwc 
‘ unblest ’ ; in XL. there is a reconciliation and an 
attempt to star|, life afresh ; but in XLi. — in. which 
the poet speaks, not the husband — we are told 
that t(Oth long ip vain for the old assurance (“ tlie 
buried day ”) ; doubt has entered their hearts and*^ 
can only end in misery : the movement of the 
passions is atj mysterious and inevitable as the ebb 
anti flow of the tide which expends terrific energy, 
merel-y “ to throw that faint thin line upon the 
shore 

XLii. A girl reveals to a man that she has giA'-en 
her heart to him, only to discover that he does n<>t: 
value the gift. So her' heart is broken, but, instead 
of despairing, she gives the broken heart to God 
that Me may refine and purge it. — A 

wonderfully pathetic lilt. There are three accents 
in lines i, 3, 5, 7, 8, two in lines 2, 4, 6 of each 
staJLza ; the feet are anapaests and iambs. 

XLlll. The situation fs the same as in the pre- 
^ ceding, except that it is the man who is dismissed. 
He a.?ks the favour of a last ride together, and 
during the ride gives himself up, not to deispair, 
but to consoling thoughts. St. 9, sublimate : 
etherealise. With ‘ The instant made eternity ’ 

of St. 10 cp. the last line of xiii. 
c 

XLiv. Mef?'e.-~-Three accents in each line, except 
the last of each "stanza, which has only TivO. 

XLV.-XLVI. Meredith’s saying that what he mainly 
sought in_ poetry was “ concentration and sugges- 
tion ” is finely illustrated by these two little poems 
of Browning. '' ^ 
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In the second, returning daylight reveals the 
world ; the sun begins his golden path across the 
sky, the 4 nan turns to the work which is laid upon 
l|im as a human being, 



^ XLVTi. Austin Dobson (1840-1 pax} was a writer 
of admirable prose and of a peculiit-ly delicate and 
distinguished verse, which to tlalsicul readers 
• sometinicK re«.‘alls Horace, He rein'e.'ienkvi in 
this selection by tw(i poems of fricsidship, this 
and ('!. ^^Thamis: ‘ 'iamesis ’ was Caesar's name 
!ni' tJie 'I'hatnes, but ‘ 'Fhainis ' is foum^ in inedt:e\''ai 
Latin. Ah tn . ■ .\n iniiiafiun <if the French 
Rondeau : llje cliunges are rung on two rhymes 
ihrouglumt, and the (.)]'>ening words reeui' rw’eir 
as a reirait!. 

xiAin. Doubde.sa the s<;enery of the Hojmm 
Campagna, with its ruined lowers and aqueslucts, 
suggested the poem (cp. xxix.) ; but the ancient 
city is purely imttginary. Metre. — Six tfochees, 
the last catalectic, followed by twt) trochees, "‘the 
last catalectic. In 1. 7 <) the fust “ Oh 1 ” is a 
® monosyllabic foot : it sIkhiUI be dwelt on as mng 
as the troehec for tvhich it<is substituted. 

XLix. Cp. and contrast ulxxix., The Visiting 
"Sea. The three epithets in the last line make a 
wonderfiii climax. Between two comparatively 
unusual words comes the commonplace mono- 
syllable. ‘ salt but how strangely full of meaning, 
w'eight, inevitability it is ! We -.may think of 
Kingsley’s ‘ cruel crawling foam ’ and ‘ cruei 
* hungry &)a»i ’ (LX.xvin.), but ‘ salt ’ is more pregnant 
, with meaning. 

■ ■■ » . ■ ■ ■ ■ 

I.. 'Lhis poem on Sappho *is mcrrically a tour de 
force, written in the classical metre, “ Sapphics ”, 
associated with the exquisite Greek lyric poetess 




whose W'Ork has come down to us only in frasii^ents 
The scansion is 

--vi — [— w(3 times; 


The most famous specimen in English is Canning’s- 
parody, “ The I\eedy Knife-grinder ”, but of serious 
exarngles this of Swinburne is the finest. 

Swmbux'ne follows the legend that Sappho ^ 
rejected the love of xnen because of her devotion 
to lier girl-;|ricnds. He imagines the wrath r>f 
Aphrodite, the goddess of the love between man 
and \\oman. St. i. (..'p. hlilton, // Pcnscraso, ” the 
dewy-Teathered Sleep ”,z.e. Sleep scattering dew from 
liis wings. St. 4, Lesbos : the island in the ( Ireek 
Archipelago where Sappho lived ; AlitHeiie was 
its chief town. St. H, the tenth (Muse) : a name 
given to Sappho in i^nliquity, St. iS, fruitless: 
chilldess. 

r.I. '.fhe mystic regards the life of the body as a 
prison, just as Plato (Republic, vi.) had described 
mei^ who confine themselves to the impressions 
of the senses under the image of prisoners in a 
fire-lit cave watching the shadoxvs on the wall. 
From the ‘ chain ’ that binds the ‘ flesh ’ Einily 
Bronti^finds escape inro a rapt vision of the Unseen 
— an intense bliss while it lasts, though the return 
to earth is correspondingly painful. This is not 
a religious poem in the ordinary sense, yet it recalls 
the Apostle’s" “ desire to depart, and to be with 
Christ, which cis far better ” (Philippians i. 23). 
St. 3, nothing known in my maturer years : implies 
the teaching of Wordsworth and Vaugltan, that 
childhood is nearer to the divine vision. “ Some 
stanzas describing the visit to the Prisoner 'are 
omitted ” (B.). 

Lii. T. E. Brown (1830-1897), for man# yeax-s 



a niastiT ai (..litton CoUegc, wrote several narrative 
poems oF great merit in the Manx dialect and 
niany iific lyrics. A selection of his poems is 
the (tijdcn Tremimy Series. Be.st known of all 
!s tl'jis little garden-piece, a poetic ^version of 
•Bacon’s immortal “ (Jod Alrniglny fir.st planted 
a p;n'd(r?i, aiaMndeed it is the fmrcsl of human 
pleasures There is also allusion to Gnusis 
iii. 8 and xiv. I . • • 

Lin, Xotice tlu* eifeet of the transition from the 
rapid trochees and anapmsts in tht* lirst .stanza 
to the slow iarnliics of it.s last line and (he first 
line of the seeond stanza. • 

Ltv, 'I'ennyson wrote this noble ballad after 
Froutio’s essay on " England’s Forgotten Worthies ’* 
had rt'called attention to Sir Walter Raleigh’s 
Report of the truth of the Sght about the lies of 
Acores this last Sommer, 1591. L, i, Flores; a 
disylkble. Azores: a trisyllable. # 

LV, J. Clarence MANG^tN (1803-1849) was an 
Irishman, who, in the impression he leaves of 
poetical powers marred by intemperance, recalls 
E. A. Poe. Eosaleen ; a p»ersonification of Ireland ; 
cp. W, B. Yeats’s Kathleen -na-Houlihan. Erne: 
,a river that flow.s through two large loughi^of that* 
name into Donegal Bay. 

Lvr. azure world: blue air. wrinkled . . . 
crawls : the picture is of a calm, slowly moving 
sea seen from a great height. 

Lvn. Delicious in its instinctive sympathy with 
the timM *'eaturcs of the woodland. Cjt. cc.xxni., 
by ^Arthur Symons. Nimbles : as a verb, a dialect 
form. Cheat : past, part., dialect.^ still : always, 

LViH. 'Phe first Earl of Lytton (1831-1891), 
son uf-the novelist, Bulwer I.»ytton, had a diplomatic 


career and was Viceroy of India. He published 
poems under the pseudonym of ‘ Oken IMercdidi ’ 
This poem points something of the same? contrast 
between Man and Natures which Wordsworth 
pointed in his Lines written in early Spring (G.T, 
319)) hut without Wordsworth’s conviction that*" 
Man can find Tiappiness by putting himself in 
harmony with Nature’s holy plan ”, St. 7 
Hast ’ hath ’ in the original text (B.), St. ir* ^ 
assails; tries to win by yioleihce. St. 12 the 
Head : Remlatinn xii. 7 There was war in 
heavai ; Michael and his angels fought against 
the drpgon ■; 

Lix. T. his song came to me on the yellowing 
autumn-tide at Tintern Abbey, full for me of 
bygone memories. It is the sense of”h?abWiS 
in the transient {Tennyson’s note). Tennyson 
liked to think how lew readers noticed the absence 
ot rhymes from this exquisitely musical lyric. It 
IS cwtainly rem^kable how little rhyme is missed 
both here and m Gollms’s Ode to Evening (G.T. 186). 

L^. Three atanzas from the first version (iSinq) 
of Edward^ FtTzGERALC^ free translation of the 
Ruodiydt, of Omar Khayyam, the Persian poet. 

• versions, he lies fast asleep was altered 

his sleep ” ; its Lap into 

her wp 5 delightful Herb into “ reviving'^Herb ” 
pe Courts : Persepolis. Jamshyd, Bahrdm : 
Jamshyd was a king of Persia in legendary times, 
B^rdm one of ^he kings of the Sassanian dynasty 
5th cent. A.D. ; but the very strangeness of their 
names points the moral. c ^ 

LXL-LXXI. A group eleven elegies, followed 
by three poems^of grief (lxxii.-lxxiv.). In lxi. 
the dead is thought of as lying asleep in a land of 
■shadows, waiting for the resurrection. ^ a 
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In memory of a coufiin, James Bilverthnrne, 
to whom Browning was much attached : the w’ood 
is’ said t»') be Dulwich wood, anti 'the flower the 
s^:iotted Persicaria. A^strikingly close parallel is the 
epitaph of W. Browne on his first wiief J?; Ohiium 
mM'.S.i May /o, /rt/,/; 

mf 

Jilay ! he thou t^ever graced with birds that sing, 
f Nor Floia’s pride i 

In thee aii ilowers and roses S}jr*ng, '* 

Mme only died. 

Lxrii. “ 'j’liis ]*oeni first saw ihtf light along 
with the dawn in a Lincolnshire lam: at 5 o'clock 
in the Tnoniing ” (dVimyson’s note) ; bv*t the 
iinagineil sactie scents tc* In* t'le\cdon, a litflc 
watering-place oit the Ihisiol (,’haniiel, wltere 
Arthur llallatsi, the poet’s friend, lies buried. 
Mvirr . — The length of thi' lines is detevniined by 
the itumber of accents. The three syllables of 
the fir.st line are three monosyllabic feet which 
occupy as much titrte in rt^ading as any linefi except 
the nth and 15th. 'These two lines have a fmjrth 
accent, and give a further effect of lingerittg sadness 
because the ear is n<jt expecting the addition. * 

« 

Lxiv. Like xx. and lxxxiii., an irregular ode in 
.which the rhymes are intricately interwoven and* 
long and short lines alternated with sulflle art. 
In this ode the opening phrase recurs in the middle 
and at the end after the pattern of a French 
Rondeau (see note on XLVir.). 

LXV, The loveliest of all Victori^i elegies. The 
language is of the simplest, but in the last stanza 
three Shakespearian words, ‘ cabin’d ‘ inherit 
‘ vSsty add a touch of rarity and distinction 
without destroying the simplicity. % 

LXVi, Section xi. of Tennyson’s noble , elegy, 
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In Memoriam, written to commemorate' his friend 
Arthur Hallara (1811-1833). Its characteristic 
beauty as a pfljrtoraZ elegy— a feature offSo many 
great elegies from Callimachug and Virgil to Milton, 
bhelley, ana Arnold— is illustrated in these stanzas"'’ 
which frame a series of exquisitely finished pictures, 
of woods, wolcff plain, and silver sea, as seen on 
an autumn morning. St. 2, wold : the Lincoln- 
shire c,vold. ^ gossamers : cobwebs with the dew « 
shining on them. St. 3, the bounding main : the 
on the hqfizon, the North Sea ; but the sight 
of that sea carries the poet’s thoughts to the Medi- 
terranean, over which Hallam’s" body is beins 
conveyed. 

LXVII. The bereaved lover, gazing at the portrait 
hts beloved, recalls the day when he painted it 
and the background he chose for the picture, 
J^ow the beloved is ^ made one with Nature ” 
and the. lover thinks how his soul, released from 
bonds of the body, may be reunited with her 
soul in the sfience pervaded by God. In that day 
® phgnmage will be accomplished, “the 
It s Palestine reached, and he will gaze into 
eyes and find a de&per tenderness in them. 
Ihe will be best understood b^” reading 

The Bhssed Damozel (xc.) in close conjunction- 
_ of the most astonishing things about 
is the early age at which they were 
Rossetti was a mere boy when he com- 
first drafts, so that they must be under- 
stood as imagii?ative, not autobiographical : both 
conceptions were embodied in pictures as well . 
f® The poetry, no less than the painting, 

IS highly individual, though A. C. Benson has 
mmarked on thqr Tenftysonian influence in st. 6. 

1 he supernatural is powerfully, yet restrainedlv, 
introduced in st. 3. St. 10, iron-bosonjed : siivining 
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with the cmei hardness atid coldness of iron. St. il, 
the music Of tlie suns : the spheres making music 
by their fjiovemcnt. 

* LXvnt.-LXix. No (Oxford poems h%ve caught, 
,or handed on. so much of the loci- — the 

Cftlleges, the studies, .sports, festivities, the river, 
th<' dowers and peasatit-follc atid place-names of 
♦ the surrovinding eutiutry. Arml nnwher-# has 
Arnold retealed moii; movingly his characteristic 
mehtjuholj, which cfmtrasis both with browning's 
optimistic outlook on this lite autli 'fenttyson’s 
resoKe to trust m life beyond the grave, " Sick 
hurry ” and “ dividtal aims ” Arnold tiiitgnoses 
as the (iisease of niodcrn society, ami he titids no 
cure lor il, only " anodynes ” ; btit his thoughts 
turn longingly io the life <tf simpler ihiys, am! it 
is in Natun,; that, like Wordsworth, he discovers 
the light still shining. '’I'ftc second poem cont~ 
mcmorates his friend Clough, in whom he finds 
some likeness to the Scholar-Cfipsy, though his 
life had been saddened by the religious doubts 
and controversies of the Victorian age. Metre. — 
Stanzas of lo iambic lines, very like thole of 
Keats’s Ode to a Nightingale^ though the short 
line comes at a different place in the .stanza. 

‘ LXvin.r St. 4, Glan-vil’s book: The Vftmty of 
Dogmatising, i66i, where Arnold found the story. 
St, 6, the Hurst : a w^ooded eminence. St. 7, 
green muffled : thickly clad in green. St. 15, 
the just - pausing Genius : the Romans thought 
of the Genius as a guardian-angel who w'atched 
over a mail through his life and died with him or 
went away at his death. St. 17, term or scope: 
liifiit or aim. St. 19, Arnold may have had in 
mind those of w'honi he \vrote his poems and 
in Essays in Criticism — Heine, Senancour (author 
of Odtvmann), Maurice de Guerin. St. 21, Dido: 




Virgil, -i®i. vi/ 469' St, 34^ OMaii : from the 
island of Chios in the iEgean Sea. St. 25, Midland 
waters : Mediterranean. Syrtes : quicKands off 
the North African coast, western straits : Straite 
of Gibraltar. 

LXix. Thyrsis, Corydon, Daphnis are all names 
of shepherds in t\ie Idylls of Theocritus, and after- ' 
wards'^ in the Eclogues of Virgil, St. 9, In Virgil, * 
EcL vii., there is a singing-match between Corydon 
and Thyrsis. o Bion : a contemporary and imitator 
of Theocritus. The “good survivor ” was 
Moschus, whose elegy on Bion is recalled in 
Arnold’s lines about Proserpine. St. 10, Dorian 
shepherds : Theocritus, Bion, and Moschus 
belonged to Dorian colonies in Sicily and wrote in 
Doric Greek. Enna : a town in the centre of 
Sicily; from the plain near it legend said that 
Proserpine had been carried off by Pluto. St. 17, 
Arno- vale: Clough had died in Florence. St. 
18, i)oon : benign, the great Mother; Magna 
Mater, the Nature goddess, identified with the 
Phrygian CybelS. St. 19, “ Daphnis, the ideal 
Sicilian shepherd of Gj;eek pastoral poetry, was 
said to have followed into Phrygia his mistress 
JPiplea, who had been carried off by robbers, and 
to havf found her in the power of the king of 
Phrygia, Lityerses. Lityerses used to make 
strangers try a contest with him in reaping corn, 
and to put them to death if he overcame them, 
Hercules arrivej^ in time to save Daphnis, took 
upon himself the reaping-contest with Lityerses, 
overcame him, and slew him. The Lityemes-song 
connected with this tradition was, like "the Linus- 
song, one of the earli^ plaintive strains of Gr£ek 
popular poetry, and used to be sung by corn- 
reapers, Other traditions represented Daphnis 
as beloved by a nymph who exacted from Rim an 
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oath to Io\t- no one dse. 1ft; fcfl in l<ivc with a 
prituTss. and was struck blintJ l)y the jealous 
iiVnii'di, ■» Afercury, who was his father, raised him 
ij;o atid triadc^ a fountain sprinj^ in the 

pluic it'oin which he a;w;ended ” {AriHild’s note), 
■•ail the marvoi : Vii-pil, Ed. v, 

i.\K. 'rennyson’s Irih.nte to CatulIiJs, written 
after a vi.'-ii iii i8So Ui Siniiione* the penini^jla f>n 
the i j;ipo di (. iarda where ruins, traditionally sup- 
posed to he of (.latulkis's fjld county y-house, still 
stand. Till' peninsula is ci>vt‘ri.d with ohvi's. 'I'he 
‘ puiple dower ’ i‘- a very laatitiful iris. O I'lnusita 
(“ n ](>\e!y Sirrnio ”) i' jVmn (.‘atullns* wki., 
and , iTf I We (“ Hail and hun'Well ”) Ironi ci., 

hi.s latiii'nt tor his laotner. ('anilhr- calls 

the waters oi the (iaida j.jike ‘ Lydian ' liecause 
the Khattian Gauls tif the ^^listrict were saitl to be 
of Lydian orijt^in, and he bids the waves wfclcome 
him with ail laughter. • 

“Of the two currents of (motion which -^gave 
birth to the poem, the fir.st is thi' actual beauty of 
the moment/ —the dat lake, the ineireling n^^jun- 
tains and the Italian hiiUtmcn, singing, dunhtless. 
to their oars — and the 'second is the plangent 
recollection of Catullus — of how, so many years 
■ago, he had looked upon this little jutting^strip of 
olives ag his owm, how he had come so gaily back 
t<j it from llilhynia. and how be had lost the brother 
whom he loved. There are therefore two musical 
motifs — the ynotif of the rowers, rcpresenled by the 
vowel 0 and the motif of Catullus, represented by 
1 the bro!i^ [yLoinan a. The music is set to 8 rhythmic 
beats, as* is general in all such water songs from the 
Volga to the Elbe, and in the first line, as well as 
in the first two beats of tfte sed^ind, the rowdng 
motif predominates. With the broader vowel of 
‘ landtii however, it ceases to obtrude — becomes 
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indeed an undertone to what follows ” (Harold 
Nicolson, Tennyson, ch. x,), 

Lxxi. Written for the nitieteenth cenfenary of 
Virsil’s degth ; “ at once the linest and ami>letff 
account ever git'cn of the profound and majestic 
quality of the the fullest acknowledgement' 

of his own life-long dewotion to Virgil, and the 
nearef^ approach, made by any modern poet to ^ 
the splendour of the Virgilian verse ” (J. W. 
jNiackail, Vir.qil and His AIeanini> to the World of 
To-day). The long lines, with the ‘ cinsura ’ or 
break in the middle, give an English reader a truer 
idea qf the majesty of the Virgilian hexameter 
than can be got from any direct imitation of that 
metre in English. 

St. t describes the Mncid. St. 3 refers to Hesiod, 
the early Cl reek poet whose “ Works and Days ” 
suggested the Georgies. St. 3 describes the Georgies ; 
sts. 4 ai;id 5 the Eclogues. Sts. 6 and 7 concentrate 
on the greatest Book of the Mtidd, Book Vi 
iEneas, by direction of the Sibyl, looks for a 

gqjden branch ” in the dark forest to point the 
way to the lower world when he goes down to 
consult Anchises. in Ifedes he sees the phantom 
procession of souls rising to the upper world. 
'So Tennyson speaks of our world as “ this phantotn- 
shore because the generations are as shadows 
that pass, but Virgil’s poetry abides. St. 8, Tortim ; 
see Georgies, ii. 503, “ insanumque forum St. 9, 
Eoine of freemen : Victor Emmanuel freed Rome 
from the temp^bral power of the Papacy, 1870. 
sunder’d once : “ Et penitus toto divisos orbe Britan- 
nos,” Eclogue, i. 67. St. 10, Mantovano f hiantuan. 

In Dante, Purg. vi. 74, Sordello salutes Virgil, w^ho 
was born near IS'|iantua,'*'by this name, 

LXXii, The details of the cheerless scene stand 
out with the distinctness of a Pre-Raphaelite 
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picture ; the bareness of the diction and the 
staetati' riiythni contribute to the irnjifcsiaon of 
m'lrclicccil iniM-ry, it is a, well-known psycho- 
lvpiei.i1 fact that the njeinory often retains a vivid 
imprint of tlse surrouiKiinjL's, hardly noticed al the 
time, of a deepiy-movintt; experience. 

i'.x,sni. .N pourayai of the paralysint? cflVit of 
despair, Aul-rey stc Vere's noble, sonnet , “ youni 
eai'b aillictiisii, whctiicr },tfave or lij,!;ht”, with its 
ideal of a viief " majestic, equable, sedate. ”, would 
iriiike a (iin contr.isiinjLt picture. j\fft re. '--In the 
stiucturc ol' this stinnet (as in xsxi. and xxxil.) 
Abs. yrowiiin'.’ iollows the example of i\|ilton, 
who, v.liilH aduplin;? the Italian arranj’einenl of 
rhyns.,s, ‘lid noi Cibsevve the rule someliines 
arititranly laidi down by rncHha'ii I'vitics th;u there 
should he a. complete break between the ocitive 
(first ei.trhl lines) and the sestet (last six). 

i.XKiv. d'he poet in his despair finds the 1,’niverse 
empty of consolation. He. is bitterly aware. 4:hal 
others — the Hebrew Psahnist, or Richter in his 
Drrmn nf I he L'liircrse., or .Arnold in such jioenj^ as 
Self-Depindcncc aiul H Summer Nii^hi - hc.ve ri'ud 
other lessons in the stars, tAit he thinks these lessons 
” a grand illusion ”. 

o The stanzas form section xvii. of The ^iiy of 
Dreadful Ni^ht, the poem by which James 'Thomson 
{i834"iSS2), namesake of an earlier English poet, 
is chiefly remembered. He was a man of real 
genius but most unhappy life, and “ The City of 
Night ” is his name for the despsiir in which he 
came habitually to dwell. L. i, the endless 
nights : ^ ’f homson thought the alleged swiftness 
of Time a strange human delusion : to him “ The 
pitiless hours like years .and Jtges c^^’cp ”, 

I. XXV. A man lies dying in a room bare except 
for a feed, -a table with medicine bottles, and a 




blue curlain, A clergyman tries to lead the dying 
man's thoughts to religion, but they wander back 
to an experience when at least he was «hl'ted for 
the time out of himself in tiilie happiness of beiiv? 
loved. * 

i.xxvi. If it ijfi, as Wordsworth held, part of the 
poet’s mission to sing “ Of joy in widest commonalty 
spread”, ClareV poem is precious for its sym- ^ 
patl'ieiic picture ' of happiness realisaV>le in the 
humblest home. St. it, XOimdy : dialect word, 
meaning ‘ large and round ’ ; it is specially applieil 
to lumps of coal. St. 8, fa,ggot : bundle of 
brushwood used for fuel, 



Lxxvii. A very musical poem, though rhymeless 
except for the fact that ait internal rhyme (dried, 
ride, etc.) is introduced into the last line of each 
stanza. The absence of rhyme-endings is partly 
made up in this way and partly by the pervading 
alliteration. The “ light voot-vall ”, indicating the 
farnjer’s homage to his wife’s superior relinement, 
is a delicate touch, and his sense of her continued 
presence is a proof that his view of life is not wholly 
material. _ For another picture of a farmer moving 
house (with a less poetidisil ghost), see Tennyson’s 
Walking to the Mail. 

'• WiLi^AM Barnes (i8oi-i 886) spent most of his- 
life in the county of Dorset ; he was a school- 
master and afterwards a clergyman. A'los't of his 
poems were written in the Dorset dialect, and some 
are of very fine quality. Dialect forms : Woak, 
oak ; doust, ; jay, joy ; to ho vor, in anxious 
care for ; house-ridden, moving house ; lippens, 
movements of the lips ; to light, to vacan'ey- 

LXXVIII. This and Three Fishers, Charles 
Kingsley’s two j^'iost :^mous songs, give poignant 
expression to the pathetic side of life on the sea- 
coast, He had felt in his boyhood* at Qfoveliy 
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and i'k’lston the Irrror ;is well ah. the raronu attrac- 
i lion of the sea. In MnJern Pithtl/rs (Pt. IV., 

eh. xii.'! ‘^Ruskin ciuoJes the epithets here applied 
j t4) the foani as an exaj«ple ol' the ' patlji'tic ihllacy ’ 

, by which we atlvibule husnan passions to^ Nature. 

.r ' * LXXtX. h'ew have loeeu thi ir liiome aiul it.s 

surrMutidinEts so inttaisely as liawcsrth ikirsonarte. 

I » and the monrland near tl wrre,]<!ved by Viniily 

lirnnte. Those who h:iv(* visited ll.iworth will 
i appreciate tl)e truth and jifutty oi’ the un- 

I adorned ilescriptiott. See .'sttiuld'!. pdt'in, IJav:artli 

j Cliurr/n nrJ. 

I I)u;i'.y hl.tf'fcwojti ti “ wa.-s’ only 

I ninetet-Ti when h.e was ^Imv.ned while batiiiriij, tn 

the river WelUini.!. i iis lioe’nn were iirst ptibUsht'd 
; by Air. Robert Urid^es, his ficbool-iriend at Idon, 

; in ' 191 1 -’ {B,)„ 

Lxxx.-Lxxxiii. The . relationship 'between parent 
and child is the link between these poenm First 
» (lxxx.) comes a boy’s beautiful expression of his 
sacred feeling for his rnothcr— a feeling intensely 
« personal, yet shared by “ all the human “heart:*! 
Then (lxxxi.) William Morris’s wonderful realisa- 
tion of a mother’s feelings, her communings with 
her own heart taking shape in an address tO her, 
tirst-born. There are intimate thinp^ 'Wlllch khe 
will never say to her child when his separate 
consciousness has tleveloped, hut she hopes that, 
if she says them now, some dim, yet helpful, 
remembrance of them may be his. So she tells 
of the dawn of love — like Desdemonai, she loved 
her hushaiad for the dangers he had passed— -the 
hopes ahd fears and shyness of courtship, _the 
putity" of wedded love, the, sorrow of conception, 
the pains of birth. She contrasf^ dre idea! love, 
and the children that are its fruit, with the loveless 
marriages o5 convention or of worldly interest, 
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as well as with the lawless inatings that lead to 
shame and despair. Lastly, her heart j'oes out 
into a dream of the fair future she \Would fain 
forecast for her child. LXX 35 «l. is a young motheijRS 
heart-brol^n lament over the faithlessness of her 
lover. LXXXiil^is a father’s realisation of the need 
for infinite pauence with childhood, passing, into 
a parable of the Divine Love for mankind : so 
turndU, it becontes an expansion of the Psalmist’s 
simile, “Like as a father pitieth his children” 
(Ps. ciii, i3)«!, Metre of Lxxxi,-— Lines of 6 accents 
with a break in the middle ; each line is printed 
as two ; the feet are iambs or anapaests. 

LXXXY. The poet complains that dreams have 
no revelation. In the insensibility of sleep the 
uncontrolled soul either skips into “ vacancy of 
folly ”, or sees gaudy but meaningless visions, or 
repeats the round of 'trivial every-day sensations. 
If there were a really deep suspending of bodily 
sensations, the soul might fly to God. In this 
and*other poems T. E. Brown discloses an affinity 
to the seventeenth-century mystics: the chartered 
spaOe : the region through which the soul is given 
freedom to roam. m 

Lxxxvi. The tragedy of the “ lost days ” of life 
'is that *hey are not lost t they have made us irrevo-f 
cably what we are. Another sonnet of ^Rossetti 
finds even ' more terrible expression for kemorse 
(“ Look in my face ; my name is Might-have- 
been ”). ■ 

Lxxxvii. As lovers of Tennyson like to end upon 
Crossing the Bar, or lovers of Browning wpon the 
Epilogue to Asolando, so those who cherish "Clough’s 
memory recognise in t|us poem, though it was hot 
chronologically ^test.^his final testament to the 
world. “ Truth hath a quiet breast ”, and there 
IS more sustaining power in these modest Stanzas 
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than in a hundred lyrics of self-satisfied and 
gushing: optimism. ' ;■■■■■■• 

*LXXXVr#i. '' From Ohermmm Once More. This 
vision of the Roman |iiid the Eastern ' world after 
the coming of Christ is put into the* month of 
• Ohermann Arnold’s name for R. F. de Senancour 
(i77o - !.S4(('), author of a book of tnat name ” (B.). 
Tlu *c.on!licl between the old Pagan view of life 
Ciud Cliristianity, hen* described, ibay be illusfratcd 
from the Confessi(ms of Si. Augustine. Sr. t, 
Appian way : the highroad leading from Rome 
U) Capua and Brundisiutn, the iine.sl and most 
famous <(!' aiu'.ieni toads. St. i i,a place of min : 
Rome and Italy after tlte fall of the limjfJrc in 
the West (a.d. 476). 

LXXXiX.-XC. 'Fwo poems of Ifeaven as jtieiured 
by modern poets whose imaginaiittn has been 
kindled, partly by the BooJf of Revelation, partly 
by mediEeval poets and painters. Both poems 
seek to reproduce the naivete of tb<i Ages of* Faith : 
such a reproduction is necessarily artificial *artd 
imperfect in days when the symbolism of Reveki- 
tion is no longer mistaken for lit end fact, hiTt it 
may be beautiful in the s#me way its the conven- 
tional design of a tapestry. _ Only, whereas lxxxis. 
js a boy’s religious poem in the mediaKval spirit,* 
xc. (a boy’.s poem likewise) is highly moSern in 
imagining the Blessed Damozel pining in Hcavtm 
for her earthly lover, Dante, on the contrary, 
hcEird from the beatified spirits that “ His will is 
our peace ” {Paradiso, iii.), and B^trice smiled in 
pleasure when he concentrated his thought upon 
God so ^^ompletely as to forget her (Paradiso, x.). 

1.XXXIX. St. T, pearl; Rci\ xxi. 21, “And the 
twelve gates were twelve fsearls^ every .several 
gate was of one pearl sea of j^per; Rev, iv. 6. 
St. 3, igithoTjten ; archaic for ‘ without of cost ; 
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costly. Oandlemas : Feast of Purification of the 
Virgin. St. 4, Laudate Psalm : Psalm of Praise, 
feet : Isaiah lii. 7, “ How beautiful ypon the 
mfjuntains are the feet of him that . . . pub- 
lisheth peace Goddes Laifd Holy Land. St. 5> 
Star- tired : attired, decked with stars ; cp. Rez\ 
xii. 1, “a woiffan clothed with the sun, and the 
moon under her feet, and upon her head a crown 
of twtrlve stars ”f and Milton On Time, “ Attired 
wath stars, we shall for ever sit”. Oecily, etc.: 
St, Cecilia, St. Dorothea, Mary Magdalene ; one 
or other of them is often found in mcdiieval pictures 
of the Virgin, St. 6, the Temple : Rtv. xxi. 22, 
“ And I. saw no temple therein : for the L<ord 
God Almighty and the Lamb are the temple of it ”. 
cries and tears : cp. Rev, vi. 9-10. St. 7, purple 
hair : empurpled with blood from the crown of 
thorn.s. St. 8, Sathans^ : Greek and Latin form of 
‘ vSatan ’. 

xc. Rossetti painted two pictures of “ The 
Slewed Damozel ” after writing the poem, and 
Debussy composed a cantata on the theme. St. 7, 
like»’thm flames: cp. Dante, Paradiso, xxiii. 124. 
St. 15, mystic tree: Rgo. ii. 7, “the tree of life, 
which is in the midst of the paradise of God ”. 
•St. iS. The choice of handmaidens may be partly 
the poet’s own, with his instinct for beautiful names.' 
The same instinct is seen in his revival, of old 
names of musical instruments in st. 21. “ The 

idea of the Virgin and her handmaidens weaving 
and embroidegng garments suggests Flemish 
origin, or the mediaeval ch&teaux of northern 
France ” (Mrs. Glazebrook). _ St. 23, light : 

see Paradiso passim and especially Canto xxx. 

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ . ■ ■ #■■■ : 

xci. After thcj^^o lesions of Heaven the antho- 
logist has set vne wistful elegiacs of a modern 
sceptic who cannot be consoled for brctpity of 
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vanhjy Hif. 
laiccs, 'a;'.-; n 
I'K'nkit ii'I 4*^ S.1 


Minnu'Ssiius, whose name tlse sec.inii' 
<jnek t-ief;sac poet who con-ijaired 
!i.,- shiisi-lived leaves. St. -t, sexless ; 
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days at Halliol. ’Uie inner rhyineis, used in tin 
last three i tan/as only, with '’rheir qiiicketiin^s^ eh'oet 
upon the metre, rntirk the change from calm to 
rauid motion. 


xcvi. One of the poems of the. months prefixed 
by WilHatri ?\lorris to the stories in his Harfihlv 
Para>lt'.ic. 


xxr.viT, One of the sonnets in the Home of Lift’. 
Rossetti is said to have written it from a jeeling 
that through his two ambitions of poet and painter 
he was failing in both careers. If that is so, the 
tragic tone will not .seem strange to those who 
realise the intensity of an artist's passion for his 
art. Love's and Death’s deceit: cheating of 

their hopes by Love and Death, separate hopes : 
conflictitj^ llmbitions. ■ 

x«,:viii, Paracelsus, in Brovming’s dramatic, poem, 
imagines himself making a pyrQ cA fragrant spices 
on which his old artistic dreams are to be consumed : 
thus iihey pass in song 
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xcix. 'rhc contrast of past life makes the con- 
sciousness of present silence more profoundly 
moving. Cp. lx. and Shelley’s Ozymaridios (G'.T. 
293 )- , ^ . 

C, The* sceptical poet, denying the survival of 
the separate »ersonality after death, yet affirm's 
his belief in a Kind of immortality : the immortality 
of the thoughts to which W'e have given expressic.m,^ 
and*bf the temfteramcnts transmitted by heredity. 
“ One of seven sonnets by the author of Erczvhon, 
privately psinled with A Psalm of Montreal in 
i(jo4 ” (B.). 

cn* L. 5, Meranon : a colossal statue near the 
Egyptian I’hebes, which gave forth a musical 
sound when first struck by the sun’s rays ; the 
sound was explained as Mcmnon’.s greeting to his 
mother, the goddess of Dawn. 

cm. For the tranquillising effect of the sea on 
man’s ^.meditations we may compare several of 
IVIsjtthew Arnold’s poems, Self - Depimdence, A 
Summer Night, The Future : contrast the influence 
of ^fehe sea in his Dover Beach, The lesson that 
Patmore draws is like ^Milton’s “ God doth not 
need cither man’s work or His own gifts ”. L. 4, 
^purposeless : the continual ebb and flow seems 
to bet(?i<en absence of purpose ; cp. XLi, 

eiv. A wonderful triumph of concentration is 
this epilogue to Paradise Lost compi'essed, yet with- 
out obscurity, into the narrow compass of a sonnet. 
L. 7, careened^ nautical metaphor, ‘ heeled over 
L. 13 , the brain of heaven; the starry spheres 
(whose music symbolises order) are reg£frd|id as the 
thought of God projected into space. , 

cv. Section ^xxiii.* of In Memoriam. The 
thought of the transitoriness of even the most 
permanent things in Nature recurs ie, Terw.yson’s 
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fWr un iffc Death nf the Duke of WcUsn^nn (“ the 
Ciiam heave ttie hiJl and break thi- shun,* . . 


and paralleK fiave been pointed out \n Jnb vie. sr, 


iH, tQ. and Sh:)ke;-peate’, 2 Ihnry IV., in. i. 45. 
T.. p, my : wumits as.-airanee of pi^-rnuuieJU'e 

* f.'Vi. t ’.ouipos(.'i3 <sii Newman’s voyu 5 »e* home- 
wanJs -is ru--.-. the \b.->iik'i nuiea'.i ui tliis I’amous 

li\ twit h;i.-, bei 3i eaUid “ fv,K' i.=f the ]e.rth-]>aiip,.'. f)f 
the Oxfuril MovesnenI 3 , those '♦ailgel 

faces; either the Ja-. 1 ■> of fhe---,* \tltom he Juad 
keiuurt atid lo'.ed etn (.titb, ur iaei.-; '..attii io lie.nen 
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worth ill 1 
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man may 
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;.ha it, ‘-ihii's ttn a hinstis' hi iiei 




t hji. 
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incauiim, Newman n Utse.d in {-ormint luinself. 
evil, 'J’he titie, (dough’s ftwti, is frn,in 3 . ij, 
VMU. An ciifly poem of 'I'ennyson : 4ie scene 


is the garden of his hither 's rectory at .Soniitfshy, 
Lisicohishirc. 'The sadder aspect of avuluntn, the 
sense of decay, tlic damp, imi-dy smelh is wogder- 
fully npre-sented. A// /rc,~”“la3nbic and ariapa'stic 
in tlie song, dactylic anS trochaic in the chorus 
or refrain. 


cix. Age brings decay to man, warns lii,% of the 


ending “* earth to earth”, demonstrates his share 


in the irrartieulate cey of u creation “ croatiing and 
tras'ailinu in pain ”, can he re--niee. to keep 

to the i'lid the ” llower of soul 4 ’ that separates 
him from all ehe in Nature, d’his resigned euurago 
may hewc^ntrasted wiirt the rohu'.ter o[5tiniisrn of 
lli;o\\ning's Rabbi Ren Ezra, insistent that. “ d’he 
best is yet to be ”, L, 5 , w^iif'Wrjnkled ; furrowed 
by the tieiiun of drifting weeds or^aher objects cast 


up bi^the tiije. 


it 

* '] 
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Notes 



c'X. 'Fhe prelude to Songs hejore Sunrise, a lyrical 
outburst in praise of liberty, _ inspired by bwm- 
burne’s enthusiasm for the Italian Kevolution ; the 
first nine stanzas of the original are omitted. 
Synopsis : The poet has be-in among the votanCs 
of Pleasure and Passion, but the power of these 
passes away (stir;i-4) *, yet time and change, which 
can defeat these and even control man s hie, cannot 
defeat the spirit of man (st. 5-7). The hght_ of 
man’s soul is kindled by contact and co-operatimi 
with other souls, and cairh of us is given the alterna- 
tive of setting his short life in tune with the best 
or wonst of past generations and hlling it with acts 
that help or hinder the progress of nyankind 
(st. 8-10). Pioneers of thought have vision, as 
from a hill-top, of the sunrise on the sea of free- 
dom (st. Ti). The -whole is a marvellous piece ol 
music, with an exquisite close. St. i, 2, MiBnaas, 
Thyiades, Bassarid : votaries of Bacchus, ot. 3, 
Ootys: Cotytto, a Thracian goddess, rvorshipped 
with -wild rites. Bdonian; Thracian, bt. 4, 




cxni. A farewell iii the brook noar tin* home of 
the pO(.t‘s hoyhofxl av Sf.micrsby. 

t \i\\ •j''hc-- thiid of th.ree sonnets which yive 
(riinVreut air, wet's which man may iricet the 

announce! neiif, 'ro-niurmw thou s^wlt die”’. 

Kul tiv.u and driok ”, *‘ Watch thou and fear ”, 
:ne ttte ih'-.t two answers ; but me poet’s syrsr- 
Viatities art' with the ibitd. It is not for men to 
rest as il tin race iiau attained perfection ; ftn tisc 
ciiriirarc, eajr tlnsue.lu attd action arc lieeded, 
heeu'ra manlimi std! has ctKiless sptarc to ttaverse 
befote il.e i; ieatiied. 

1 xe'. f.ndlv Hr-tnlii’s i'aith is in one eternal 
Deity pesvashm. the ITuit'erse and inhabiiina 5ter 
ov,ii )!!'■. ,,.t: De-ads, therefore, is non-existe-i-it. 
'i'iie Mr I', were, inumi on her tiesk aher her 
death by her sjsier C luuiotte. 

Whose U'u imlci dyme :^onf» 

Stirr’d, like si dsirion hiast, my souD - 

{Ai!iuldj //rtuwt/i C/nin.wriri^.) 
Another " last poem ' is F. Thompson’s, ccxL, 

OWL The Irook end'- uJi the note witlt wha-h il 
began — the never-failing renewal of Nature and 
of Poetry, 
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A gardc-ti i;; a thin.u, ( Jod wot . 

A little, whiio, ;;i liriio V. hi!c . • * 

A spirit liaunis the yi;ar\ i.ist hours . 

A wind sway;-, t!;e pij'cp . . . . . 

Ah, \vlrat: av-ails vlie sceptred race ! . . 

Airly Beacon, Airly Beacon _ . . 

•Aliis, that Syiriitf; sliuiild vanishi with tlic Rose ! . 
All the breath and the bloom of the year in the 
hat' ‘if one hec . ^ 

All the niuht sleep came not iMton tny eyelids 
Are thine eyes weary ? is thy heart too sick 
Aa ships, becalmed at eve, that lay . . « . 

As the kindling glances . . , 

As when two men have loved a warman well 
At Flores in the Azores Sir Richard Gretixillc lay 

Break, break, break , . * . . . . 

But once or twice we met, touched hands . 

Calm is the morn w ithout a sound v . , 

Cold in •'the earth—and the deep snotv piled above 
; thee . . _ . . . . : . , " ; . . ^ 

Come, dear children, let us away m 

Fame is a food that dead men eat 

Flow dcftvit), ^=<^1^ rixmlet, to the sea . . 

G«, for they call you, shepherd, from the hill 

He clasps the crag with crooked hani^s . - 

Heap cassia, sandal-buds and stripes . . . 
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234 Index of First Lines 

Here in this little Bay . . . 

How changed is here each spot man makes or fills ! 
How do I love thee ? I>et me count the way*. . 
How the moon triumphs through the endless 
nights^ . . . . 

Huge elm, with rifted trunk all notched and 
scarred . ^ . . . 

I am here for thee . . . , . . 

I knofl^ a little garden-close ... 

I made another garden, yea _ . 

I said — l'hen,#dcarest, since ’tis so . . . 

I. strove with none, for none was worth my strife 
I tell you, hoj)eless grief is passionless . . 

1 took ijny heart in my hand . . . , 

I wish that when you died last May . . 

I wonder do you feel to-day . . . 

Jf love were what the rose is . . . . 

If to grow old in Heaven is to grow young . 

In his cool hall, with hagi^ard eyes . . , 

In our old shipwrecked days there was an hour . 
In springy and summer winds may blow . . 

It fcwtifies my soul to know . . • • 

It looks as if in dreams the .soul was free 
It not like your great and gracious ways 

Lead, kindly Light, amid tHe encircling gloom 
Love gives every gift, whereby we long to live 

* 

Mark w]5ere the pressing wind shoots javelin-like 
My little Son, who look’d from thoughtful eye^ . 
♦ 

No coward soul is mine . . . . . 

Not on sad Stygian shore, nor in clear sheen 
Now sleeps the l^fid of houses .... 
Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly .« • , 

O blest unfabled Incense Tree . . . . 

“ O Mary, go and jtall thf cattle home ” 

O my Dark Rosa Iwen . . , . . 

O, thy bright eyes must answer now . , . ^ 



Often rebuked, yet always back returning . 

Oh, the wild joys of living I the leaping from mck 
• up.tf^rock,. ■ , ■ . , . '■ ■■■ . 

Oh, to be in England . . . . . 

a starred night Princ« Lucifer uprose . . 

On either side the river lie . . .* 

iDuce more the Heav'enly Power . . 

Piaylhen and sing ; we too have played . . 

Riches I hoM in light esteem * . 

Roman Virgil, thou that singest . . . 

Round the capt* of a sudden came the sci? . _ . 

Row us out from Desenxano, to your Sii-unijut; 
row , . : ■ . , . . . . : . . . 

Say not the struggle nought avaik-th . 

She can be as wise as we . . . . 

Sing me the men ere iViis . . . 

Somewhere beneath the sun ^ ^ - 

Still, let my tyrants know, I am not doomed to 
wear . . . . . . ^ . 

Strew on her roses, roses . . . , 


Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean 
The blessed dainozel leaned out . 

The feathers of the willow • . 

The frog half-fearful jumps across the path 
.The grey sea and the long black land . 

The lake is calm ; and, calm, the skies 
The iost'days of my life until to-day . 

'rhe rain set early in to-night . 

The splendour falls on castle walls , _ . 

The wind flapped loose, the wind was still . 
There is a shrine whose golden gate > 
'^rhcrc is.#, ^lence where hath been no sound 
There islwect music here that softer falls . 
Tlicre lived a singer in France of old 
'I'here rolls the deep where gr^Wv’ the^ree . 


They ha-\’e no song, the sedges dry ^ 
They say the Lion and the Lizard keep 




236 Index of First Lines 

Think thou and act ; to-morrow thou shalt die 
This is her picture as she was . 

Thou goest more and mo i-e . . . ^ 

Thus piteously Love closed what he begat . 

* 

Under the #rch of Life, where love and death 

Water, for angui^i of the solstice nay ; 

We saw the swallows gathering in the sky . 
Welcome, red antUroundy sun . . . 

Well dost thou, Love, thy soleitin Feast to hold 
What curled and scented sun-girls, alniond-eyed 
What is gold worth, say , . . . 

What is he buzzing in my ears ? , . 

What was he doing, the great god Pan 
When*our two souls stand up, erect and strong 
When sycamore leaves wer a-spreaden . . 

When the hounds of spring are on winter’s traces 
*^Vhere sunless rivers weep . . . 

Where the quiet-coioure<J end of evening smiles 
While we slumber and sleep , . , 

With blajpkest moss the flower-plots , 

Yes’! in the sea of life enisled . 

Y et, love, mere love, is beautiful indeed 
You^romise heavens free from strife 
Young Love lies sleeping .* . . 


Priniid in Great Britain hy R, Be R. Clark, Liri^TED, 




I 


ENGLISH LITERATURE SERIES 

(iWnrnil Ofiiilur: -L H. FOWLER, M,A. 

Bvik at a.itnfis cou.Ky.iK 

1. ADDISON-ESSAYS FROM. Kau-.-ri by J. H. b’.m-ui.h, l-in-i.. 'i'l. 

, Boards, 

2. 4NDERSEN -STORIES FROM. by Mi«. 1‘. A, BAit';, ir. i.imp, 

Ls, Hd, Brnmis, Is. «>d, • 

3. ARABIAN NIGHTS- STORIES FROM. Mib^d by A. 1. Ma.i.iin. M.A. 

Bli.ij), 1 . ;.'i. l.o'uds, 1.-., lai. 

4. AUSTdEN-PRSDE AND PREJUDICE. AbrMp'd b,v H. A. 'li.iM., >\.A. 

l.im;), Js. Ml!. Boards, Is. i'id.- ■ 

B. -- SENSE AND SENSIBIUTY. Abi).}i;.-.ei bf Mrs. F, B. P... 

6.7, BAbbADS OLD AND NEW. SolacS.i d and K.id.-d by ii. li. i’.m ( M.A 
Pajtl. UtMid Is, yd. Part. U. biiiip, Is. W, (t^Ioard-s, 1.4, I'B. 

5. BATE.S -A NATUHAUST ON THE AMAZONS. AViiidard ;uid i:-:,-. I by 1-. A. 

Bin SON, M. KU l!ln,sti.!i,!.ioiis, Bourd.s, Us. ijd. 

9, BORROW WANDERINGS IN SPAIN. IMsbai by B. A* C i .s '..ii, M A. 
Lnui), Is. till. IJoaiilH, Is. IKl. 

10 , II. BHirAlN- TALES OF OLD, By K. P. PaU I !>. M. 

l!ii:ii.i-., )■., I'd. Eitrip, b?. gii. BoanlK, 1:>. ild. . 

12. BROWNING -SELECTIONS FROM. KiUlff-i by Mi-s. M. (i, si..-sh. 

Limp, La, 3(1. 6d, , ® 

13, 14. BUCKLEf -CHILDREN OP THE DAWN. Obi Talfts ol Grpccf-. l!.v 1C. F. 

BarKij-iY. Wifii iiitroibiuliuii by A. filMWlcK ; N'ott:^ laid hiiba'i-H lot Lisayrt 
by J. H. Powuj;-. Pari,!. Limp, 1«. ?.d. Boards, is. (id. I.anp. is. dd. 

: Boards, is. 6d. 

15. BUNYAN— PIMRIM’S PROGRESS. AbrWgrd at«5 by 0. F. Kncv. 

• *« ... M.A. .Boards, is. Sd. *» 

, 16. BYRON- CHILDE HAROLD. Oai*,oB HI. and Iv, E idod by .1. li. Fcwi.ru 
* M.A. ijimp, 1«. fid. Uijwds, is, S<d. 

17. CARLYLE -ABBOT SAiVI.SON. OliaptMs frtmi “Paci. and Prc iPiiF ' Bu()b IF 
Kdilici by F. A. r.'iYK.MAOH, M.A. Limp. Is. tM. ]Ui.«d9»]H. bn, ‘ 

18, 19. -- HEROES AND HERO-WORSHIP. Eilitod by H. M. Brn.im, ‘?LA. v-/., 

20. CAVENDISH- LIFE OF WOLSEY. Edited by Mabv Tom, M. i. i.irr.i , Is, sd, 

. BoasdSj Is. tid, , ■. ■Ml'. 

21. CERVA.NTES - DON QUIXOTE. Abridged amj|I:Aiitc‘d iiy f. F, Ksox. l.mip, 

Is. s.t)L lJoftr(is,-2:s,. .1 ^ 

2*2. GOBBETT-JfetIfRAI. RIDES -Selections. Edilrtl !>y Dry P..rA-i. 

*23. DEHOE— ROBINSON CRUSOE, Abridgi'd and Edited by .1. lu-.s. Limp, 

is.’M. iioiinhyiie, ■# 

24. DICKENS -DAVID COPPERFIELD. Ab)'ingj|l l.y IL A Tiu.hi.h, M,.\, l.iriip, 
Is. till. Boards, is. 9d,, ^ 

2f. — A CHRISTMAS CAROL. Edited by C. F. Kmos. Li.iip, te. H i, ti'w 
Is. dd. 

* 26 —A TALE OF TWO CITIES. Aitridged aii^ijlited by t’, U. ItraHi.,,!,, M.A. 

Boards, Ih, bd. \ 

• ‘ /(K) 

- '^J 





ENGLISH I^TERATURE; SERIES.—^ ' 

27. DICKENS— NICHOLAS NICKIiEBY. Abridged by 0, P. Knox. 

28. DUMAS— THE THREE MUSKETEERS. Abridged and by C. ,7. Brciwn, 

and H. a. Waikkii, .M.A, Boards, Is. Od. ; * , 

29. ELIOT— SILAS MARNER. Abridged by May Coi^sey. Liin}), In. Cil. Boiu-ii,., 

■ la. 'ltd. ' . . 

30. GASKELL— CRANFORD. Abridged and Edited by Mrs. P. I3n\... HI urt, rated. 

Limp, Is. Gd. Boards, Is* 9d. * 

31. GIBBON—THE AGE OP THE ANTONINfES, (Chapters l.-lli, ■.!' Ue! Decline 
and Fall.) Edifed by J. H. Povvleu, M.A. Limp, Is. 3d, Boui'ils, is. tid. 

— THE DECLINE AND. FALL OP THE ROMAN EMPIRE. Narraiives rmiu, 
Stdouti'd and Edited brJ. U* Fowlkb, M'.A. First Series. Limp, Is. t;.!. Hnai .p-, 
■■■ ■ " d.s. tid.',' , 

Abridged by Mrs, F. S. B(:i.%s. **idinp. 


Bditod, by A. T. M,aR'i-i.n-, if , A. Linnt 


33. GOLDSMITH -VICAR 0? WAKEFIELD. 

Is. (id, B(;iard.s, Is. Od. 

34. GRIMM— FAIRY TALES— A Seleotion. 

Is. :id. Boards, It* fid, . 

35. HAWTHORNE— STORIES PROM A WONDER-BOOK FOR GIRLS AND 

BOYS. Edited by J. H. Fowleii, M.A. Limp, Is, (id. Board.s, Is. \ld. 

37, — TANGLftWOOD TALES. Edited by J. H, Fowler, M.A. Part 1. Linipr, 

Is, 3d. Board, s, Is. (id. Part II. Limp, iR. Od. Boards, Is, 9d. ^ 

38, HINDU TALES FROM THE SANSKRIT. Translated by S. M. Mi i ra. ISdiu d 
tkj' Mrs. A. Bki.l. Limp, 1 m. Cd. Boards, Is. M. 

HISTORY— A BOOK OP POETRY ILLUSTRATIVE OP ENGLISH, Edited 
by G. Dowse, B.A. Parti, a jfc. 01-148,7. Part II. Tlie Tiidors and Stuarts. 
Part 111. The Hanovetiau Dynasty. Limp, Is, eaeb. The !5 parts in 1 vol,, 
Boards, 2s. gd. 

43. INDIAI^ISTORY— TALES PROM. By Mrs. A. S. Roe. Limp, Is, 3d. Boar<* 

’ Is. Od. 

44. IRVING—RIP VAN WINKLE, The Legend of Sleepy Hollow, and other 

Sketches. Edited by H. M. BaLi.Eit, M.A. Limp, Is. Od. Boards, 1 m. [id.#* "s* 

45. KEARY— HEROES OP ASGARD. By A. and E, Kbaby. Adapted and Edited by 

M. R. Earle. Boards, Is. 9d. » 

46. KE^TS— Selections. Edited by B. Groom, M.A, 

47. KINGSLEY-4fliNDROMEDA, with the Story of Perseus prefixed. * Edited 
bytClKonoB Ykld:, M.A. : Limp, Is, 3d. Boards, Is. Od. , 

LAMB— TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. Edited by IJ. A. Treble, M.A. ; 
First Sefios. Limp, Is. 3d. Boards, Is. 6d. Second Series, Limp, l,s. Od. Boards* 
.'Is. 9d. ,.■ ■ ■ ■ " ", ■«, , 

LONGER NARRATIVE! POEMS (18th Century). Edited by G. G. Loane, 
M.A. Limp, Is, 8d. iBoards, Is. (id. 

B1.«S90NQER NARRATIVE POEMS (19th Century). Edftedf by G. G. 

M.A. Liinjj, Is, 3d. Board.s, Is, Od. » * * 

62, LONGFELLOW— SHORTER POEMS, Edited by H. B. Cotterill, 5i.A. Limp 

la, 3d. Boards, Is. Od. * • ’ 

63. MACAULAY— ESSAY Q|K SIR W. TEMPLE. Edited by G. A. Twesty.\un, 
M.A. Limp, Is. Od. Boards, Is, Od. 

ESSAY ON PRANCES BURNEY. Edited by A.* D. GiiTnNw.mi). Limb. 


I 

I 

I 


S 

I 


; >J 


I 


e 

% 


0 


ENQL!S?i LITERATURE SERIESf— 

86. MACAULAY - ESSAY ON WARREN HASTINGS. Editfsd l.y TI. M. Ihu.Kti. 
Limp, is. 'Jil. Boards, 2.S. 

67. ■ NARRAT^^j|^S FROM. Editiid by F. .Iohnron'. Limp, 1 h. thl. UnauU. Is. p.l 

58. ESSAY ON ADDISON. KditeJIiy ii. F. Wikoh. .M.A. Limp. Is. 'kl. li-ards. 

•. Is. 

59. MALORY MORTED’ARTHUR. .‘jt-ioWioJiij. E.Jit<-.U>y Imi.ornf JI. .M Acamo t . 

• Liiii)i, r.ul'us, l.R. ■•Jii. 

60. {Modern poetry- a first book of. and Arr.-atKt'd l,y tl. .S. 

'i i.F.i-.i 11. .\. Boaiils, I«. tiii, • 

(U. MODERN POETRY-A SECOND BOOK OF. and i y li. A. 

Tut f.'.r, Bn.uiis, Is. Cnj. 

62, 63, MODIillN LYRICS' GOLDEN TREASURY OF. EiliL-d by I„ !!iNy,.N-. Witj, 
'*• .N'.iii" by .i. U. I'liw: i'i>, vdi'iix-.s. « • 

64. MORRIS LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON. Abji.l;.-(i ami E libd i.,\ B, IV 

.lov'i.)S. IIA, Limp, Is. i!<!. Isijaj'iis, is, ;i.b: ■ ■ 

65. MOTLEY THE RISE OF THE DUTCH RE^BLIC. Naj ;;ti tv,,. Irrni,, 

Hiiii Liiitfttlby .3, Lu),ip. Is. ■■I'fiL BfWU'd.';, 'Ls. If'i. 

66. NAPIER HISTORY OF THE PENINSULAR WAR. Nai rai.>v,'s Fiit.-d 

Irt M. id:, ii. I.iitip, Boards, I-*, t.i}, • 

67. NJAL AND GUNNAR. Edit, d by H. Mvum, M.A l.nap, l>., 

iH. J'd. 

68. JiDYSSEY- - THE BOY’S. By W. C. I’uKitv, Ed;(r,I i,y T. N. Pifutv, .M.A. 

:!ii. IbianiH, 2.i. 

69. ORATORS • BRITISH. rtt.HsnK>;a .Snliwled and Ai jani-r.l by .Lit, Fov, ( w, .M. A. 

l.iiDji, is. ;id. Boanis, K. lid. 

PANDAV PRINCES, THE, Kditi'd by \V.fl,i.LA< i: Ohmiv. U. 

7i.'PARKMAN- PIONEERS OF FRANCE IN THE NEW WORLD. HHtnnUoiiKi 
Iron!. Kiiiti'u by Ki'.Nsni'ii JbiuiiKs, M.A. Liuiji, i.s. ;Jd. Bo-nosi, Js. (Vi. 

PEACOCK MAID MARIAN. Editwl by F. A, M.t. t.iinp, Ik, nri. 

, Board.-!, !k. till. 0 

7^, PERSIAN HERO, A. Stories from the “Shah Nameh.” Kdik-1 by VV. OaKft . 
Limp, Ik. lid. Boanus, ia. Sid. » 

74. PLUTARCH-- LIFE OF ALEXANDER. Nnrtb'H Trai*tlat ion. , Edited by 
. #H. \V. AUJ’auh. M..V. I.imji, Is. Sill. Boards, Is. f«l. • 

76. —LIFE OF JULIUS CAESAR. NortlTs TrauKlntum. Edikd by 11. W. M. 
P\M, M..!. , Limp, Ls. dd. Boards, la. S«. 

76. PROsl -FIBST BOOK OF ENGLISH FOR REPETITION. PansagBS ( },o«..n 
and Arran, til"! by J. IL Fowuim, M.A, Lilnp,#h. 8d. Boariis, la. <kJ. 


-W. PROSE -FOR REPETITION. S« 3 «et«d and ArrsiiKPd by J.. 4 ^ 4 zki* 

M.A. Liw])*.',. :id. Boai'ds, is. ftii. 

^8, PRQSE-SEVENTEiraTH CENTURY. Sidwlnd ami Edii.-d by K. Lkk. Limp, 
Is. 8d. Boards, 1 m. tid. m 

79. HAMA, PRINCE OF INDIA, WANDERINGS OF. Edited by W. Bam.’,. 

Liiiipj ls. ' 3 fi. BwitdB, is. I’xi. , . “ 

SiF. REYNAflSiJ THEVoX. Editnd by H. A. Tbwu.k, M.A. Limp, In 8d. Ihflrds, 

Is. lid. 

81. RUSKIN -CROWN OF WILD OLIVE. BditeS by J, U, Fowi.kk, M. 4. l.imp. 
Is, 3d. Boajds, Is, lid. 


r 


ENGLISH ElTERATURE SBRlBS.~-&ontiiiued. 

82, JRUSKIN—SESAME AND LILIES, Ediled by A. E, Rojjebts/M.A. Limp, fs. 3(5 

lioari'lS) la. ,0d. 

83. — SELECTIONS FROM “THE STONES OP VENICE.’^ Editwi by Dr. E. A. 

pAEKEU. B(»r<,la, la. 0<1. 

84. SCOTT --IVANHOE. Abri(3ge(l and Edited by F. Johnson. Idiupj 2s. Sd. 

Boards, 2s. tid. • 

85, — THE TALISMAN. Abridged and Edited by F. Johnson. Limp, 2S. 3il. 

Boards, 23. Od, • 

86 87 ~ TALES OP i? GRANDFATHER, Abridged and Edifa'd by J. Hnxoni.soN. 

’ First. Seriiw. Limp, la. 3d. Boards, Is. Od. Eccoiid beno.s. Lunfl, Is, 3d. 

Boards, la, 6d, ^ 

88 89. SERTUM: A GARLAND OP PROSE NARRATIVES, Solscftd ami JCdiUsl 
bv J JI Fovvekb and H. W. M. Baer. Rook I. Hixbeentti to Bii^ili'cnili 
OeiitLiifc, Limp, la. St?. Boards, la. Od. Book II, Nineteeutb Century, l.imj), 
la. 8d. Boards, la. Od. 

90 SHAKESPEARE— ^Select Scenes and Passages from the English Hisforioal 
Plays. Edited by 0. H. Si'KNuu, M.A. Limp, Is, Sd. Boards, l.s. Gd. 

91, - MIDSUMMER’NIGHT’S dream. Edited by P. T, Cresweli., M.A. Limp, 
Is. 3d. ^Board.a, la. tid. 

.,92. SHELLEY-Seleotions. Edited by E. H. Blakenby, M.A. 

*93. SIDNEY- DEFENCE OP POESY. Edited by D. M. MACAum.K. Limp, la. 3d. 
,^loards, la. Od, ^ 

94. SOUTHEY-EPISODES FROM LIFE OF NELSON. Edited by C. H.-'^ hm ob. 

M.A. Limp, la. Sd, Boards, (id. 

95 . SPENSER--TALES PROM, By Sophia H. MacLehose, Limp, la, 9d. Boards, 2s. 

96. STEVENSON-TBAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Edited by R. K. 0, noooHij^ 

M.A.* Boards, Is. 9d. 

97. - VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE AND OTHER PAPERS. Edited by J. n. . 

Fowr.^i, M.A. Boards, Is. 9d. 

98. — AN INLAND VOYAGE. Edited-by R. E. C. Ilouain-oN, M.A. , 

<"99. STOW— A SURVEY OF LONDON. Selections from, Edited by A. BaISter. 

t^iinp. Is. 8d. Boards, la. Od. ^ 

100. SWIFT— GU«LIVER’S TRAVELS. Abridged and Edited by G. Eaelk, 

* ■ Boards,' la. 0d. ..ri,; ■ 

101. THACKERAY— THE ROSE AND THE RING. Edited by D. M. SroAia. 

102. THOREAU— CHAPTERS FROM WALDEN. Edited by A, ' JhIkb. Limp, 

Is. Gd. Boards, Is. Ud. 

103. TROY— THE TALE O^. Re-told in English by Aubrey Stewart, Edited by 
C ’ T. a. i’EPPiN, M.A. Limj), 28. 8d, Boards, 2s. Od, 

104. WHITE— SELBORNE — Soleotions. Edited by P. -A. BtiiiCoN, M.A. 40 Ilbis- 

tratiojis. Limp, is. Od, Boards, Is. Ud. 5 , 

105. ' WORDSWORTH— PRELUDE, fsleotions, including Book V. Edited by B, 

' QaWM, M.A. Boards,.! B. 6d. 

106 107 YONGE— ABOOKOPC-OLDENDEEDS. By Ouablotik M. Yonok. Abridged 
’ f . and Edited by Mrs. 11. H. Watson. Parts 1. and M, Limn. Is. 6d, Bjjards, 
1?, 9di, each. 

' ' , MACMILLAN AND GO., LTD., London. 


'ft: ' f I • « 





V 



